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CHAPTEH  XXXI. 

SIBYLLA   IS    CONFIDENTIAL. 

When  Bell  reached  Manhym  House  and 
inquired  for  Miss  Lucinda,  she  was  informed 
that  a  lady  visitor  had  called,  a  certain  Miss 
Gordon  ;  and  Bell,  knowing  that  this  must 
be  Sibylla,  at  once  made  her  way  to  the 
drawing-room.  No  sooner  had  she  entered 
than  Sibylla,  uttering  a  joyous  exclamation, 
rose  from  her  seat,  folded  Bell  in  her  arms, 
and  kissed  her  on  both  cheeks,  observing, 
as  a  lynx  -  eyed  maiden  will,  the  purity 
of  Bell's  complexion,  and  the  absence  of 
cosmetics.      Sibylla    had    matured     into    a 
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very  handsome  young  woman,  and  her 
fashionable  attire  enhanced  her  physical 
charms.  Her  muslin  gown,  the  waist  of 
which  was  under  her  armpits,  for  so  the 
mode  decreed,  did  not  conceal  the  Creole- 
like opulence  of  her  bosom ;  a  gipsy  hat 
adorned  with  a  rampant  plume  gave  piquancy 
and  jauntiness  to  her  lively  features ;  and 
a  loose  claret  -  coloured  mantle  supplied  a 
contrast  to  her  gown. 

Sibylla  had  come  prepared  to  pet  and 
patronise,  but,  to  her  surprise.  Bell  had 
acquired  a  novel  air  of  self-possession  and 
modest  dignity,  which  piqued  and  vaguely 
disquieted  her  ;  her  latent  jealousy  revived, 
and  the  passion-flower  dreaded  the  rose. 

"  I  vow,  my  dearest  Bell,"  she  said,  in 
her  most  honeyed  tones,  "  you  are  vastly 
improved." 

"  I  might  say  the  same,  dear  Miss  Gordon, 
did  I  not  fear  to  be  personal." 

"  Oh,  la  !  my  dear,  friends  are  allowed 
some  latitude,  I  hope.  But  really,  Miss 
Cholmondeley,  I  marvel  at  the  change.  For 
when  I  first   knew  our  dear   Bell,  she  had 
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such  a  sweetly  rustic  charm,  such  a  be- 
witching gaucherie,  such  a  plaintive  winning 
timidity ;  whereas  now,  with  a  little  more 
style  in  her  dress,  she  would  grace  a  baronial 
mansion,  such  is  her  freedom  from  awkward- 
ness and  embarrassment." 

"  You  are  resolved  to  put  my  self-possession 
to  the  proof,  dear  Miss  Gordon,"  said  Bell. 

"  Oh,  it  is  not  flattery ;  and  if  it  were, 
you  stand  fire  remarkably  well.  It  is  a 
valuable  accomplishment,  for  the  gentlemen 
do  fool  us  to  the  tojD  of  our  bent,  and  trade 
upon  our  credulity.  Well,  and  so  you  have 
been  searching  for  your  uncle  —  a  dreadful 
man.  Miss  Lucinda,  who  did  not  treat  my 
friend  as  she  deserved.  Did  you  find  him, 
dear?" 

"  No,  he  has  had  the  misfortune  to  be 
pressed." 

Sibylla  laughed  merrily. 

"  How  very  funny,  to  be  sure  !  Well,  it 
is  a  convenient  way  of  getting  rid  of  ob- 
jectionable relatives.  And  what  of  Bell's 
studies,  Miss  Lucinda  ?  Is  she  progressing 
with  her  music  ?  " 
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"Eemarkably  well,  Miss  Gordon,"  said 
Miss  Lucinda  ;  "  she  is  one  of  my  best  pupils." 

"  I  hope  you  pay  great  attention  to  finger- 
ing, Bell.  That  is  all-important,  as  I  am 
sure  Miss  Lucinda  tells  you.  It  is  dreadful 
drudgery  for  a  beginner,  I  know  —  I  used 
to  loathe  it  —  but  it  is  the  royal  road  to 
success." 

"  Miss  Bell  shows  great  aptitude,"  said 
Miss  Lucinda,  "  and  she  has  a  delightful 
voice." 

"  Yes,  we  used  to  sing  together  ;  and  while 
my  voice  owed  most  to  art.  Bell's  owed  most 
to  nature.  It  had,  so  to  speak,  a  sweet 
kernel  with  a  somewhat  rough  shell,  while 
mine  had  a  smooth  shell  with  no  kernel  at 
all ;  and  so  I  learned  the  guitar  to  mask  my 
imperfections." 

"  You  play  the  guitar  ! "  exclaimed  Miss 
Lucinda.     "  How  charming  !  how  romantic  ! " 

"  I  strum  a  little." 

"  Miss  Gordon  does  not  do  herself  justice," 
said  Bell.     "  She  plays  the  guitar  admirably." 

"Ah,  my  dear,  it  is  your  affection  and 
your   simplicity    that    speak,"    said    Sibylla, 
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shaking  her  head.  "  A  musical  connoisseur 
would  be  shocked  at  my  performances.  You 
see  it  is  very  difficult,  Miss  Lucinda,  to  play 
a  chord  with  perfect  accuracy  in  pizzicato. 
But  I  am  becoming  technical.  Pray  excuse 
me,  Bell.  Now,  I  want  you  to  spend  a  day 
with  me  soon,  if  your  kind  preceptresses  will 
permit." 

"With  pleasure,"  said  Miss  Lucinda.  "At 
least  I  can  answer  for  myself,  and  I  don't 
think  my  dear  sister  will  object." 

"  You  will  have  an  opportunity  of  seeing 
my  brother,  my  sweet  Bell.  His  ship  is 
not  ready  for  sea  yet.  My  brother  has  a 
great  admiration  for  our  young  friend,  Miss 
Lucinda." 

"  I  don't  wonder  at  it,"  remarked  Miss 
Lucinda. 

"  Sailors  are  so  susceptible,"  said  Sibylla. 
"  Nay,  don't  blush,  my  dearest  Bell,  I  am 
only  jesting.  On  the  strength  of  my 
superior  age  —  I  am  Bell's  senior  by  some 
three  years.  Miss  Lucinda  —  I  pronounce 
both  of  you  too  young  for  a  Chloe  and 
Strephon  pastoral." 
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"  I  agree  with  you,"  said  Bell,  coldly. 
"  Your  warning  is  not  needed,  my  dear 
Sibylla." 

*^  Spoken  with  all  the  austerity  of  a 
Vestal,"  said  Sibylla,  laughing.  "  But  I 
am  talking  in  a  very  silly  way.  I  am  sure 
you  won't  allow  Clementi  and  Telemaque  to 
have  any  rivals  for  a  long  time  yet.  But 
I  must  be  off.  We  dine  to-night  at  Lord 
Osborne's.  What  an  infliction  !  His  lord- 
ship supposes  himself  to  be  a  political  genius, 
and  proses  interminably.  He  is  a  great 
opponent  of  Pitt's  policy,  and  invariably  tells 
an  anecdote  which  gives  him  an  opportunity 
of  displaying  his  own  ready  powers  of  retort. 
'  You  must  understand,  madam '  (here  he 
places  his  eye-glasses  across  his  aristocratic 
Roman  nose),  '  that  a  certain  statesman  in- 
formed me  that  Mr  Pitt  regarded  my  polit- 
ical views  as  shallow.  "  Shallow  !  "  said  I. 
"  Well,  sir,  all  I  have  got  to  say  is,  that  I 
have  no  wish  to  rival  the  profundity  of 
the  bottomless  Pitt  ! " '  (an  explosion  of 
chuckles,  in  the  course  of  which  his  eye- 
glasses fall  off)." 
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"  How  shocking  !  "  exclaimed  Miss  Lucinda, 
with  a  pious  shudder. 

"  Oh,  that  is  one  of  the  class  of  anecdotes 
meant  for  feminine  consumption.  What  he 
says  to  gentlemen  no  lady  can  conjecture." 

Having  made  her  adieux  to  Miss  Lucinda, 
she  said  to  Bell — 

"  Now,  my  dear,  the  coach  is  at  the  foot 
of  the  avenue  ;  would  you  accompany  me 
so  far?" 

"  By  all  means,"  said  Bell. 

When  they  were  under  the  shade  of  the 
trees  Sibylla  put  her  arm  round  Bell's  waist, 
but  Bell  gently  unwound  it. 

"  What !  are  we  friends  no  longer  ? "  asked 
Sibylla,  reproachfully. 

"So  it  would  appear,  from  the  tone  of 
your  conversation." 

"  I  hardly  understand." 

"  I  think  you  do  :  either  I  have  unwit- 
tingly ofPended  you,  or  you  think  me  so 
overgrown  with  conceit  that  you  must  be 
hinting  the  paltriness  of  my  endowments 
and  my  vast  inferiority  to  yourself  Believe 
me,  Sibylla,  it  is  unnecessary.     I  know  my 
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inferiority  too  well,  and  never  chafe  under 
it,  exceipt  when  you  make  it  your  text. 
Then  it  is  an  enemy,  not  a  friend,  that 
speaks ;  and  though  it  is  right  to  learn  from 
an  enemy,  I  do  not  think  we  ever  enjoy 
the  lesson." 

"  Nay,  you  are  unreasonable  to  construe 
my  random  way  of  speaking  into  malice." 

"You  are  merely  fencing,  Sibylla.  But 
I  have  no  wish  to  reason  the  matter.  And 
I  might  have  known  long  ago  that  there 
cannot  be  friendship  where  there  is  not 
equality." 

Sibylla  was  silent  for  a  few  moments. 
Her  mobile  features  showed  agitation. 

"You  are  right,"  she  said,  drawing  a 
deep  breath.  "  And  I  beg  your  pardon. 
The  truth  is,  my  nerves  are  all  jangled  and 
out  of  tune.  This  life  of  fashionable  dis- 
sipation—  balls,  routs,  theatre -going  —  and 
a  sore  and  weary  heart  at  the  bottom  of  it 
all.  If  you  could  enter  into  my  feelings 
you  would  pity  rather  than  blame  me." 

"It  would  seem,"  said  Bell,  a  little  bit- 
terly, "  that  we  must  all  have  our  share  of 
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unhappiness ;  and  if  it  does  not  come  natur- 
ally, we  make  it  for  ourselves.  Many  would 
envy  you,  Sibylla." 

"  Ay,  ay,  I  suppose  they  would.  Because, 
forsooth,  I  have  all  I  wish  except  what  I  dare 
not  wish  ! " 

She  stood  still  and  covered  her  face  with 
her  hands,  struggling  against  a  sudden  fit 
of  emotion. 

"  My  poor  Sibylla,"  said  Bell,  with  a  sud- 
den gush  of  sympathy. 

"  Ay,  poor  Sibylla,"  she  repeated,  showing 
her  tear-stained  face.  "  Poor  in  spirit,  that 
she  cannot  conquer  her  unwomanly  weakness. 
What  is  he  that  I  am  so  demented  ?  Neither 
young  nor  handsome.  And  yet,  if  he  frowns, 
I  am  miserable ;  if  he  smiles,  I  exult.  Oh, 
be  sure  I  hide  my  feelings.  He  is  not  to 
be  won  with  weakness.  I  keep  up  the 
comedy,  I  jDlay  my  part  well.  But  what  a 
strain  ! " 

"  You  mean  Lord  Wimpole,  doubtless  ? " 
said  Bell,  in  a  low  voice. 

"  Who  else  ?  who  else  ?  The  only  man 
in  '  a  wilderness  of  monkeys ' !     Not  a  good 
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man?  Well,  his  vices  become  him  better 
than  other  men  s  virtues.  And  yet  there 
is  a  core  of  goodness  in  him  sweeter  than 
all  the  milk-and-water  moralities  of  other 
men." 

"  A  dangerous  mood,  Sibylla ! "  said  Bell, 
in  a  low  tone. 

"I    tell   you,"    said  Sibylla,    vehemently, 
''  the  only  danger  is  to  lose  him.     To  gain 
him,  what  would   I   not  do !     To   lose   the 
world  and  gain  him  1 — but  he  is  my  world ; 
if  I  gain  him,  I  gain  everything.     Oh,  Bell, 
Bell,  I  cannot  think,  I  can  only  feel !     And 
the     uncertainty !      At    times    he    is    un- 
wontedly  kind ;  another  step  and  he  would 
be  loving.     But  then  it  seems   as   if  some 
secret  chain  pulled  him  back.     I  have  tried 
to  trace  the  links  of  that  chain  backwards 
to    the  tiny  hand  that  holds  it  :    if  I    find 
that   hand,    I   shall   crush   it !     Trust   to   a 
Creole    for   mercy !     Thus    do   I   warn    my 
hidden    foe,    even    if  you    were    she.     Nay, 
forgive  me,  Bell.     I  do  love  you,  my  sweet 
friend,  and  shall  always  love  you — unless — 
but  that  is  impossible,  is  it  not  ?     Well,   I 
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shall  see  you  ere  long.  And  don't  imagine 
I  am  unfriendly  to  dear  Walter's  affection 
for  you " 

"  That  is  equally  impossible,"  Bell  in- 
terrupted. "It  is  my  duty  to  shun  all 
such  feelings,  and  to  think  only  of  the 
means  for  acquiring  a  respectable  liveli- 
hood. Some  philosopher,"  she  went  on, 
with  a  faint  smile  on  her  lips,  "  defines 
love  as  the  passion  of  a  soul  having 
leisure." 

"  The  soul  has  little  leisure  into  which 
that  passion  enters,"  said  Sibylla,  with'  a 
wan  responsive  smile.  "  But  you  are  doubt- 
less right ;  and  some  women  would  be 
shocked  at  what  I  have  said.  How  ignoble 
is  our  conventionality,  that  such  a  feeling — 
so  sincere,  absorbing,  and  self-sacrificing — 
should  be  disbelieved  or  mocked,  till  an 
elopement  or  a  suicide  demonstrates  its 
power !  But  most  women's  lives  in  society 
are  so  vapid,  their  motives  so  selfish,  that 
they  cannot  understand  any  feeling  that 
transcends  the  vulgar  prudence  of  their 
lives.      The  prudes  !     And  what  is  prudery. 
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my  dear  Bell  ?  Prudence  tempering  a  warm 
imagination.  If  they  heard  my  frank  con- 
fession of  unutterable  devotion,  how  they 
would  purse  their  lips  and  shake  their 
heads  !  .  And  yet  how  base  their  interpre- 
tation of  my  feelings !  God  is  my  wit- 
ness "  —  and  she  lifted  up  her  hand  — 
"  that  if  I  did  not  think  he  would  be  a 
better  and  a  happier  man  for  my  love,  I 
would  tear  the  passion  from  my  heart  as  a 
noxious  weed.  It  is  his  happiness  I  crave, 
not  my  own.  I  would  cheerfully  share 
his  misery,  his  ruin,  his  forsakenness.  The 
more  his  fortunes  frown,  the  more  I  shall 
smile,  that  he  may  find  his  better  fortune 
in  me.  And  I  have  a  firm  belief  it  will 
come  to  that  in  the  long-run.  A  couplet 
runs    in    my    head — I    know   not   whose    it 

is — 

'  Strong  wishes  in  the  heart  that  be 
Are  blossoms  of  futurity.' 

And  do  not  think  that  I  have  no  warrant 
in  his  behaviour  towards  me.  Why  does 
he  visit  me  ?  Why  does  he  like  my 
society  ?     A   man   has    no  right    to    agitate 
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a  woman's  heart  by  his  attentions  if  he  has 
no  serious  motive." 

"  Indeed  he  has  no  right,"  said  Bell, 
earnestly. 

''  Especially  a  man  such  as  he  is,  so 
strangely  fascinating.  He  puts  tremors  in 
every  woman's  heart — I  see  it,  and  writhe 
under  it.  Even  you,  I  believe,  would  yield 
to  the  spell.  Even  you,  pink  of  propriety 
and  cool  chaste  lily  though  you  be,  have 
felt  a  flutter,  I  dare  to  say." 

"  I  hope  I  should  never  forget  the  dif- 
ference in  our  stations,"  Bell  faintly  mur- 
mured. 

''  Ah,  my  dear,  when  love  knocks  at  the 
door,  prudence  flies  out  at  the  window ! 
Avoid  him,  for  my  sake  and  your  own." 

"  I  have  always  sought  to  avoid  him. 
You  cannot  be  compromised ;  I  may." 

"  I  do  not  recognise  the  distinction ;  but 
I  am  glad  you  think  so.  And  now  farewell, 
my  sweet  fri.end.  Keep  your  heart  open 
.for  Walter.  I  shall  see  you  again  ere 
long." 

Bell    then    accompanied    Sibylla    to    her 
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carriage,  and  the  two  young  ladies  ex- 
changed kisses — a  part  of  feminine  ritual 
rarely  omitted,  however  tejDid  may  be  the 
affection  lodged  within  feminine  bosoms. 
For  a  kiss  is  a  species  of  counterpoint,  rang- 
ing over  the  diapason  of  feeling,  from  the 
insipidity  of  the  octave  and  the  counterfeit 
harmony  of  the  fourth  to  the  melting  sweet- 
ness of  the  third,  which  only  the  mating  of 
male  and  female  lips  may  compass.  As  Bell 
turned  to  look  back  for  an  instant,  she  saw 
Sibylla's  face  framed  in  the  window  of  the 
carriage.  That  face  wore  a  lowering  and 
even  menacing  expression  which  seemed  to 
add  years  to  Sibylla's  age.  Bell's  heart 
thrilled  with  a  sudden  pang  of  dread  ;  but  in 
another  moment  the  sinister  look  vanished, 
a  smile  wreathed  the  lovely  features,  and 
Sibylla  blew  her  a  kiss  with  sportive  grace. 
Bell  waved  her  hand  in  mechanical  response. 


15 


CHAPTEE    XXXII. 

THE   PRISON    OF   THE    LUXEMBOUKG. 

The  prison  of  the  Luxembourg,  to  which 
our  friends  had  been  consigned,  was  ap- 
propriated principally  to  members  of  the 
French  nobility,  and  to  English  subjects 
arrested  in  France  since  the  declaration 
of  the  war  then  raging.  On  their  enter- 
ing the  precincts  of  the  prison,  a  guichetier 
or  turnkey  received  them  (the  concierge 
was  no  doubt  sleeping  the  sleep  of  the 
callous  and  the  unjust),  and  admitted 
them  to  a  low -roofed  salle  provided  with 
a  few  wooden  benches.  Here  he  left  them. 
In  the  course  of  half  an  hour  he  returned, 
this  time  accompanied  by  a  sleepy-looking 
and  surly  virago,  who  ordered  the  Countess 
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and  Catherine  to  follow  her  to  the  women's 
quarters. 

The  turnkey  was  about  to  retire,  when 
Mr  Wayte  requested  to  be  furnished  with 
linen  and  some  other  requisites  to  dress  his 
own  and  his  friend's  wounds. 

''As-tu  les  sonnettesf  (Have  you  the 
"chink"?),  asked  the  turnkey,  with  a  sar- 
donic grimace.  '^You  had  better  make  use 
of  them  while  you  can.  They  will  strip  you 
as  bare  as  a  worm  in  the  morning." 

Mr  Wayte  handed  him  a  couple  of  pistoles, 
and  after  a  considerable  interval  he  returned 
bringing  with  him  what  was  required.  When 
he  had  departed,  Mr  Wayte  and  Andrew 
proceeded  to  dress  each  other's  wounds,  as 
well  as  their  somewhat  elementary  know- 
ledge of  surgery  and  the  means  at  their 
disposal  permitted.  They  then  sat  down 
on  one  of  the  benches,  and  despite  the  pain 
from  which  they  were  suffering,  sank  ere  long 
into  a  troubled  slumber. 

Early  in  the  morning  the  Concierge 
Guyard  entered  the  salle.  He  looked  the 
truculent    ruffian    that    he    was.       He   was 
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armed  with  a  sabre,  and  had  a  couple  of 
pistols  stuck  in  his  belt.  He  was  appro- 
priately attended  by  a  huge  mastiff,  called 
by  his  master  Ravage,  whose  heavy  jowl 
and  formidable  teeth  justified  his  ominous 
name. 

Guyard  was  followed  by  two  other  sans- 
culottes, who,  without  offering  any  explana- 
tion, formal  or  otherwise,  proceeded  to  rifle 
the  pockets  and  search  the  persons  of  the 
two  prisoners.  This  custom  was  called 
rapiotage,  and  ladies  as  well  as  men  were 
subjected  to  it  at  the  hands  of  brutaliseJ 
ruffians  who  performed  their  task  with 
licentious  gusto. 

When  every  coin  and  every  article  of 
value  had  been  removed  from  the  persons 
of  Mr  Wayte  and  Andrew,  they  were  con- 
ducted to  the  preau  or  prison  courtyard, 
where  they  found  a  large  number  of  detenus 
moving  up  and  down. 

A  number  of  these  prisoners  came  round 
the  new-comers  and  had  begun  to  converse 
with  them,  when  one  of  the  gaolers,  ad- 
vancing to  the  group  thus  formed,  cried  in  a 

VOL.  III.  B 
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growling  and  imperious  tone,  ^^Au  large ! 
it  is  forbidden  to  assemble." 

A  tall  and  handsome  gentleman,  who, 
as  Andrew  subsequently  learned,  was  the 
Due  de  Champfleury,  took  hold  of  the 
gaoler  by  the  cravat  and  pushed  him  aside, 
saying  contemptuously,  "Go  to  the  devil ! " 

The  fellow  did  not  resent  the  rebuff,  but 
only  muttered  in  reply — 

"  The  devil  has  been  suppressed  by  the 
Decree  which  acknowledges  the  Supreme 
Being." 

"  Naturally,"  rejoined  the  haughty  noble- 
man, in  a  tone  of  biting  irony.  ''  The  devil 
is  obviously  de  trop  when  he  can  get  so 
many  vicars  to  do  his  work.  Robespierre 
has  pensioned  him." 

Andrew  almost  trembled  to  hear  language 
so  defiant ;  but  the  gaoler  only  withdrew, 
growling  like  his  mastiff. 

During  the  course  of  the  day  Andrew 
perceived  that  liberty  of  speech,  banished 
from  the  streets,  had  taken  refuge  in  the 
prisons.  The  aristocrats  had  nothing  to 
look    for    except    the    guillotine,    and    had 
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therefore  no  motive  for  bridling  their 
tongue.  Their  condition  otherwise  was  so 
bad  that  it  could  not  be  made  worse,  and 
they  comported  themselves  with  a  gay  good- 
humour  or  philosophic  composure  which  ex- 
cited Andrew's  admiring  wonderment.  The 
Faubourg  St  Germain  had  transplanted  itself 
here,  with  all  its  grace,  courage,  urbanity, 
and  wit. 

In  one  corner  of  the  courtyard  a  gentle- 
man recited  some  verses  of  his  own  com- 
position, satirising  the  Revolutionary  Gov- 
ernment. Here  a  couple  of  savants  were 
vehemently  discussing  the  question  whether 
consciousness  remained  for  a  few  moments 
after  decapitation.  There  an  actor  was 
singing  some  verses  of  a  vaudeville.  There 
was  even  a  group  amusing  themselves  by 
dancing  a  minuet.  As  at  this  time  the  sexes 
were  separated  —  their  former  association 
in  the  prison  having  offended  the  austere 
virtue  of  the  Government  —  half  of  the 
gentlemen  affected  the  mincing  gait  and 
languishing  airs  of  ladies,  amidst  the  laughter 
of  the   onlookers ;   and  as  these  gentlemen 
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bowed   to    their    improvised   partners,    they 
struck  the  back  of  their  necks  sharply  with 
the  side  of  their  pahns,  in  mimicry  of  the 
fatal    blow  which    so    surely  awaited  many 
of    them.       To    an     Englishman    this    gay 
courage,    reckless    defiance,    and    grotesque 
mockery  of  death  would  have  appeared  to 
savour  of  affectation  and  bravado,  and  per- 
haps the  French  tendency  to  pose  entered 
as   an   element    into    these    manifestations ; 
but  far  more  truly  and  deeply,  these  French 
gentlemen,  however  much  their  hearts  were 
wrung,  were  determined  to  show  no  weak- 
ness in  the  presence  of  their  tyrants.     More- 
over, being  denuded  now  of  all  the  exterior 
symbols    and    circumstances    of    rank    and 
station,  they  were   impelled  to  prove  their 
innate  superiority  by  the  loftiness  of  their 
courage   and   the   elevation    of   their   senti- 
ments.      Still    further,    their    contempt    of 
death  belittled  the  only  punishment  which 
their  foes  had  in  reserve.     They  made  the 
guillotine  despicable   by  ridiculing  it,   mim- 
icking   it,    giving    it     facetious    nicknames. 
Too   proud    to    touch    their    gaolers    unless 


THE    PKISON    OF   THE   LUXEMBOURG.        21 

under  intolerable  outrage,  they  treated  them 
with  a  galling  and  withering  disdain,  against 
which  even  their  brutalised  natures  were 
not  proof.  Every  look  was  an  insult,  every 
word  more  stinging  than  a  lash.  They 
systematically  used  vous  in  addressing  each 
other,  though  this  was  forbidden  as  a  relic 
of  the  "  slavish  style  "  ;  but  they  never  for- 
got to  bestow  the  tu  upon  all  the  prison 
functionaries,  as  they  formerly  would  have 
done  in  ordering  their  lackeys  or  reproving 
their  domestics. 

The  day  passed  slowly  and  dismally  for 
our  friends,  and  they  hailed  the  signal  for 
dinner  at  three  o'clock  with  a  sense  of  relief, 
though  they  were  well  aware  that  nothing 
could  be  less  appetising  than  the  fare  pro- 
vided. The  Due  had  informed  Mr  Wayte 
that  the  meat  was  generally  jpeujplee,  as 
he  whimsically  expressed  it,  and  that  the 
smell  of  the  viands  would  turn  a  sailor's 
stomach. 

The  prisoners  assembled  in  a  large  hall 
used  as  a  refectory,  or  as  the  Due  preferred 
to   call    it,  an   infectory.     Here   they   were 
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seated  by  thirties  at  each  table.  The  dinner 
consisted  of  unsavoury  soup,  a  plate  of  cod 
or  herring  which  had  been  half-rotten  before 
being  cooked,  a  few  damaged  artichokes  and 
other  vegetables,  and  for  each  person  a 
chopine  of  wine,  which  was,  however,  mainly 
Seine  water  coloured  with  drugs,  to  give  it 
probability. 

It  chanced  that  the  Due  de  Champfleury 
sat  opposite  to  Mr  Wayte,  and  raising  his 
glass  to  his  lips,  he  bowed,  and  said  in  a 
sonorous  voice,  and  with  an  air  of  winning 
courtesy,  ''A  voire  sante,  monsieur!'' 

Mr  Wayte  thanked  him  and  returned  the 
compliment. 

The  Due,  having  sipped  the  wine,  con- 
tinued— 

"  There  is  a  proverb,  monsieur,  in  vino 
Veritas,  of  which  I  have  discovered  the  falsity 
since  I  came  here.  There  is  no  truth  in  this 
wine." 

Andrew  was  so  much  tickled  by  this 
humorous  application  of  the  proverb  that 
he  burst  into  a  laugh,  w^hereupon  the  Due 
honoured  him  with  a  smile  and  a  bow. 


THE    PRISON   OF   THE   LUXEMBOURG.        23 

"You  are  English,  monsieur?"  he  asked 
pleasantly. 

"  I  am  Scotch,"  said  Andrew. 

"  Thank  God — I  mean,  the  Supreme  Being 
— for  it,"  said  the  Due.  "  In  the  name  of  old 
and  honest  France,  I  apologise  to  our  ancient 
ally  Scotland  for  the  France  which  now 
exists." 

This  remark  provoked  some  acclamations 
from  those  seated  in  his  neighbourhood, 
and  a  gaoler  coming  up,  ordered  the  Due 
to  moderate  his  voice. 

''  Moderate  my  voice ! "  exclaimed  the 
Due,  contemptuously.  "  Vexatus  toties  rauci 
Theseide  Codri,  that  is, — listen,  Peter  ! " 

"My  name  is  not  Peter,"  growled  the 
gaoler. 

"  Well,  you  bear  the  keys  at  any  rate,  and 
you  open  the  kingdom  of  heaven  to  your 
betters.  Moderate  my  voice,  when  I  am 
distracted  with  Eobespierre's  interminable 
croaking  !     A  d'autres ! " 

The  fish  having  been  served,  the  Due 
scrutinised  the  herring  on  his  plate  very 
narrowly,  and  then  sniffed  it. 
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"  Hola,  Peter ! "  he  called  to  the  gaoler. 
"  Come  here  !  " 

"  Silence,  vile  aristocrat ! "  cried  the  gaoler, 
furiously. 

"  Come  here,  faquin,  unless  you  want  a 
broken  pate  ! "  said  the  Due,  imperiously. 

The  gaoler  sulkily  approached.  The  Due 
took  hold  of  the  herring  gingerly  by  the 
tail  and  held  it  up. 

"  What  abomination  rotting  since  the  Flood 
is  this  ?  "  he  demanded.  ''  Pah  !  it  is  putrid 
as  Robespierre's  heart ; "  and  with  magnificent 
coolness  he  gave  it  a  sudden  twitch,  and  sent 
it  flying  in  the  gaoler's  face,  amidst  general 
laughter. 

The  gaoler  poured  forth  a  flood  of  ribald 
abuse,  to  which  the  Due  gave  no  heed,  but 
resumed  his  conversation  with  Andrew. 

"  You  have  come  a  long  distance,  monsieur, 
to  pay  your  respects  to  Madame  Guillotine. 
May  I  venture  to  inquire  in  what  way  you 
have  oflended  her  ?  " 

"  I  am  afraid,  monsieur,  that  I  have 
oflended  her  accredited  lover,"  said  Andrew. 

"Very  good,"  said  the  Due,  with  an  ap- 
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preciatlve  smile.  "And  you,  monsieur?"  he 
continued,  turning  to  Mr  Wayte. 

"  My  friendship  for  the  Comtesse  de  Brissac 
is,  I  believe,  the  main  reason  for  my  arrest," 
Mr  Wayte  made  answer. 

"  Ah  !  I  believe  her  husband  has  perished. 
I  suppose  she  also  has  been  arrested." 

Mr  Wayte  bent  his  head  in  gloomy  assent. 

"  I  regret  very  much  that  this  monastic 
separation  of  the  sexes  has  been  instituted," 
said  the  Due,  with  a  faint  smile.  "  Formerly 
we  had  pleasing  opportunities  of  consoling 
bereaved  ladies." 

Mr  Wayte  slightly  knitted  his  brows,  and 
made  no  reply. 

"  Do  you  think,"  resumed  the  Due,  "  that 
Paris  is  recovering  from  its  homicidal 
mania  ? " 

"  I  think  a  reaction  is  taking  place,"  said 
Mr  Wayte.  "  People  are  beginning  to  mur- 
mur at  the  ceaseless  executions,  which  are 
now  descending  to  the  lowest  classes  of  the 
population." 

"  Let  us  hope  the  reaction  will  take  place 
in  time  to  save  us.     But  I  fear  that  in  con- 
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structing  the  guillotine  they  have  solved  the 
problem  of  perpetual  motion.     Do  you  know, 
they  have   greatly  improved  it  ?     Formerly 
the  blade  was  horizontal,  now  it  is  oblique, 
so  that  it  has  a  lateral  as  well  as  a  perpen- 
dicular motion.     They  have  a  great  mathe- 
matician  among   them,   Legendre  by  name, 
and  I  suppose  this  is  a  neat  examj^le  of  the 
resolution  of  forces.     I  wish  he  would  work 
out  a  terminable  series   for   the  victims   of 
tyranny,   and   calculate   a   large   probability 
for   my  escape.      But   he   deals   in   maxima 
rather  than  minima.    Then,  again,  the  grooves 
in   which   the   blade   ran    were   formerly  of 
wood ;  but  the  wood  swelled,  of  course,  and 
they  have  substituted  copper.     I  hear  also 
that  an  engineer  has  submitted  plans  for  a 
conduit  to  carry  off  the  blood  from  the  Place 
du  Trone.     Oh,  it  is  a  fact !     Mother  Earth 
refuses  any  longer  to  receive  our  blood.     Still 
more,  you  won't  believe  it,  but  it  is  true,  a 
certain  abbe,  Morellet  by  name,  has  proposed 
that  there  should  be  a  national  shambles  of 
human  flesh,  and  that  honest  patriots  should 
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partake  once  a-week  of  a  dish  of  this  kind, 
which,  as  he  devoutly  says,  would  be  '  the 
true  communion  of  patriots,  the  Eucharist 
of  the  Jacobins.' " 

"  For  God's  sake,  do  not  speak  of  such 
horrors  ! "    exclaimed  Mr  Wayte. 

The  Due  burst  out  laughing,  and  then 
sipped  his  wine  with  a  wry  grimace. 

^' Que  voidez-vousf  he  went  on,  with  a 
careless  shrug  of  the  shoulders.  "  We  are 
ruled  by  madmen.  France  is  lying  in  a 
nightmare,  with  a  grinning  ape  squatted 
on  its  chest.  Ah,  our  sumptuous  repast  is 
over  I " 

"  But  you  have  eaten  next  to  nothing, 
monsieur,"  remarked  Mr  Wayte. 

"  What  does  it  matter  ?  Very  likely  I 
shall  need  no  food  to-morrow.  Besides,  I 
have  learned  that  man  can  sustain  exist- 
ence on  a  surprisingly  small  amount  of 
food,  and  that  my  former  banquets  were 
mere  superfluities.  But  alas !  I  dream  all 
night  of  fine  dishes ;  and  that  is  even  worse 
than   the   nightmare    of   indigestion.      You 
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will  never  convince  me  that  memory  is 
located  in  the  brain  alone :  my  stomach 
has  a  very  long  memory,  as  I  find  —  a 
memory  tinged  with  regret."  And  he 
laughed  gaily. 

For  the  rest  of  the  afternoon  the  Due 
attached  himself  closely  to  Mr  Wayte 
and  Andrew,  and  proved  a  most  enter- 
taining companion.  He  was  an  excellent 
scholar,  and  he  soon  found  out  that  his 
new  acquaintances  shared  his  love  for  his 
favourite  poet  Horace.  To  wile  away  the 
time  they  repeated  from  memory  some  of 
the  finest  odes,  assisting  one  another,  dis- 
cussing difiiculties,  and  supplying  illustra- 
tions, with  perpetual  digressions  and  play- 
ful talk  on  the  part  of  the  vivacious  and 
e^enial  nobleman. 

Towards  evening,  however,  the  conversa- 
tion flagged,  for  the  Due  had  become  pre- 
occupied and  pensive.  The  prisoners  began 
to  gather  in  the  corridors  and  to  stand  be- 
side the  grilles  or  iron  railings  which  formed 
the  barrier  to  every  passage,  salle,  and  en- 
closure. 
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"What  are  we  waiting  for?"  asked  An- 
drew, curiously. 

"  Ah  !  you  don't  know  the  economy  of  our 
prison  life,"  replied  the  Due,  with  a  grim 
smile.  "  We  are  waiting  for  the  bulletin  du 
soir — that  is,  the  list  of  those  who  are  to  be 
carried  off  for  execution." 

A  low  rumbling  noise  became  at  that 
moment  audible,  the  countenance  of  the 
Due  grew  pale,  and  his  features  twitched 
nervously. 

"  These  are  the  tumbrils  coming  into  the 
courtyard  to  receive  to-morrow's  batch,"  he 
said,  gravely. 

Andrew  began  to  tremble  violently. 

"  My  God,  this  is  terrible  ! "  he  exclaimed 
in  English. 

Mr  Wayte  bit  his  lip,  and  passed  his  hand 
across  his  brow  to  wipe  away  the  cold  sweat 
that  bedewed  it. 

Andrew  gazed  round  upon  his  unhappy 
companions.  Some  were  moodily  pacing  up 
and  down,  with  haggard  faces  and  knitted 
brows ;  others  were  seated  on  the  cold  flags, 
their  heads  buried  in  their  hands,  sighing  and 
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groaning  under  the  load  of  insupportable  sus- 
pense ;  some  were  kneeling  in  prayer ;  others 
were  talking  together  in  low  tones.  The  Due 
leaned  against  the  wall,  with  his  arms  folded 
across  his  breast,  silent,  stern,  impassive ; 
but  his  face  was  drawn  and  haggard,  and 
his  eyes  wore  a  look  of  gloomy  abstraction. 
Even  his  gaiety  was  not  proof  against  the 
dread  solemnity  of  the  hour. 

At  last  the  rattling  and  jangling  of  keys 
were  heard,  and  several  huissiers  or  macers 
of  the  revolutionary  court  of  justice  ap- 
peared. Entering  the  corridors  and  other 
purlieus  of  the  prison,  they  proceeded  to 
read  the  hulletin  du  soh%  bungling,  hesi- 
tating, mutilating  historic  names,  and  per- 
forming their  odious  duty  with  callous  in- 
difference or  cynical  enjoyment.  The  fatal 
list  contained  thirty-four  names.  As  a  rule, 
those  who  were  thus  cited  behaved  with 
noble  self  -  possession.  Their  faces  might 
blench,  a  convulsive  gesture  might  escape 
them,  some  appeared  stunned  and  stupefied, 
but  there  was  no  vulgar  repining  or  loud- 
voiced   lamentation.       They   took    an   affec- 


THE   PRISON    OF    THE   LUXEMBOURG.        31 

tionate  leave  of  their  friends,  bowed  cour- 
teously to  the  other  prisoners,  and  walked 
firmly  into  the  courtyard,  where  the  tum- 
brils were  ranged  in  front  of  the  large 
grille  forming  the  outer  enclosure  of  the 
prison. 

The  Due's  name  did  not  occur  in  the 
list,  nor  did  those  of  Mr  Wayte  and  Andrew. 
One  of  the  two  savants  who  had  been  dis- 
cussing the  effects  of  decapitation  had,  how- 
ever, received  the  fatal  summons.  He  came 
up  to  the  Due  and  shook  hands  with  him. 

"  So  I  have  gained  a  winning  number  at 
the  lottery  of  St  Guillotine,"  he  remarked, 
with  a  smile. 

^'  I  am  unfeignedly  sorry,  my  dear  Du- 
barry,"  said  the  Due,  with  a  choking  voice. 

"  Pooh  !  who  has  any  motive  for  living  at 
present  ?  "  rejoined  the  other.  "  I  can't  say 
adieu,  my  dear  Due,  for  the  existence  of 
Robespierre  is  the  best  argument  for  atheism 
I  can  adduce ;  nor  can  I  say  au  revoir,  for 
I  go  like  Danton  to  the  Great  Nothingness 
{au  grand  Neant),  but  I  will  say  good- 
night." 
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And  he  tranquilly  mounted  the  tumbril. 

His  brother  savant  came  forward  and 
said — 

"  We  shall  never  be  able  to  settle  our 
dispute  now,  Dubarry." 

"  Not  conjointly,  at  any  rate,"  replied 
Dubarry,  with  a  roguish  smile. 

"  Look  you,"  his  friend  continued,  with 
weird  profanity,  "  if  you  find  there  really 
IS  a  God,  tell  Him  about  all  this,  will  you  ? 
Nero  is  fiddling  while  Rome  is  burning." 

An  elderly  priest  who  was  standing  by 
his  side  looked  aghast  and  crossed  himself 
Andrew  gazed  at  him  with  mingled  pity 
and  veneration.  His  tonsured  head  was 
gleaming  in  the  rays  of  the  setting  sun, 
and  the  ring  of  hoary  hair  formed  a  kind 
of  halo.  His  face  wore  a  peaceful  smile, 
and  his  whole  person  was  instinct  with  a 
martyr  -  like  sublimity,  a  sacred  majesty, 
which  impressed  Andrew  with  almost  a  re- 
ligious awe,  though  his  generous  heart  was 
wrung  with  pitying  sorrow.  He  approached 
the  side  of  the  tumbril,  gently  grasped  the 
priest's  hand  and  pressed  it  to  his  lips.     A 
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tear  sparkled  in  the  priest's  limpid  blue  eye. 
He  bent  down,  traced  the  sign  of  the  cross 
— oh  magical  and  heart-compelling  symbol ! 
— on  Andrew's  brow,  and  said  in  a  deep 
thrilling  voice,  "  God  bless  thee,  my  son  ! " 
Andrew  stumbled  back  to  where  Mr 
Wayte  was  standing.  They  looked  at 
each  other,  and  then,  as  if  by  a  mutual  and 
uncontrollable  impulse,  they  threw  them- 
selves into  each  other's  arms  and  mingled 
their  tears  together. 
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CHAPTER    XXXIII. 

ANDREW   MEETS   AN    OLD   ACQUAINTANCE   AND 
GIVES   HIM   A   WARM   RECEPTION. 

A  WEEK  passed,  and  Mr  Wayte,  Andrew, 
and  their  accomplished  friend  the  Due  de 
Chamfleury  were  still  in  life,  though  the 
daily  contingent  of  victims  was  supplied 
by  the  prison  of  the  Luxembourg  with 
unfailing  regularity.  The  treatment,  how- 
ever, of  the  prisoners  had  improved ;  the 
gaolers  had  considerably  abated  their  bru- 
tality, and  seemed  anxious  and  preoccupied. 
It  was  now  no  secret  that  Eobespierre's 
domination  was  threatened ;  his  enemies 
— and  he  had  no  personal  friends  save  St 
Just  and  Couthon — had  formed  a  league 
against   him ;   the   populace  were   becoming 
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wearied  of  the  perpetual  executions,  to 
which  they  themselves  now  supplied  a 
quota ;  and  it  appeared  as  if  the  Terror 
were  beginning  to  terrify  itself. 

"  You  seem  more  hopeful,"  said  Mr  Wayte 
to  the  Due,  one  morning  as  they  were 
pacing  up  and  down  the  preau.  "  Have 
you  heard  any  news  ?  " 

"  All  those  who  have  been  lately  arrested 
say  that  Robespierre's  power  is  waning. 
Now,  in  a  revolution,  to  totter  is  to  fall. 
Only,  the  end  of  a  tyranny  is  always 
dangerous ;  it  becomes  desperate  and  strikes 
blindly.  We  are  not  yet  out  of  the  wood, 
my  friend.  As  for  myself,  I  am  amazed 
at  my  good  fortune,  and  I  can  scarce  believe 
my  mirror  that  my  head  is  still  on  my 
shoulders.  My  very  name  is  an  indict- 
ment. Shall  I  confess  it  ?  Now  that 
there  is  a  gleam  of  hope,  I  am  in  a  perfect 
trance  of  fear  while  the  hulletin  du  soir  is 
being  read." 

"  Do  they  try,  or  rather  condemn,  the 
prisoners  on  any  definite  principle.  Monsieur 
le  Due  ?  "  asked  Andrew. 
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"  Yes ;  on  the  j)i'ii^ciple  of  hatred.  The 
man  most  hated  takes  precedence.  But 
in  the  multipHcity  of  cases  and  the  vast 
nmnbers  of  the  detained,  I  suppose  they 
lose  their  heads  to  a  certain  extent ;  and 
then  their  hate  is  so  intense  and  compre- 
hensive that  it  loses  the  power  of  discrim- 
ination. The  process  is  roughly  of  this 
nature :  You  are  denounced  as  '  suspect ' 
and  arrested.  Fouquier-Tinville,  the  Public 
Accuser,  gets  one  of  his  commis  -  greffiers 
or  clerks  to  draw  up  your  dossier  —  that 
is,  the  libel  against  you ;  and  such  dossiers, 
to  be  counted  by  thousands,  accumulate, 
and  unless  there  is  a  special  reason  for 
singling  out  special  individuals,  I  fancy 
it  is  pretty  much  a  matter  of  chance  who 
are  selected  out  of  the  prodigious  mass. 
It  is  a  kind  of  lottery,  as  it  is  well  called, 
only  there  are  very  few  blanks." 

"  I  understand  the  Countess  de  Brissac 
is  still  safe,"  remarked  Mr  Wayte,  with 
a  slisfht  tremor  of  the  voice.  "  What  do 
you  think  of  her  prospects  ? " 

"  Who   can  tell  ?     But  we  are  all  in   the 
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same   boat,    and    that,   I   fear,   is    Charon's. 

You  remember  the  lines — 

'  Omnium 
Yersatiir  urna  serius  ociiis 

Sors  exitura  et  nos  in  seternum 
Exsilium  impositura  cymbas.' 

By  the  way,  is  not  exsilium  cymbce,  the 
banishment  of  the  boat,  a  false  metaphor  ? 
You  are  not  banished  to  the  other  world, 
for  banishment  implies  the  possibility  of 
return." 

The  discussion  thence  arising  was  long 
and  stubborn  —  and  yet  these  men  were 
in  daily  expectation  of  death !  Andrew 
was  endeavouring  to  explain  in  very  lame 
French  the  difference  between  exsul  and 
extorris,  when,  seeing  a  slight  bustle  at  the 
grille  which  separated  the  courtyard  from 
the  lodge  of  the  concierge,  he  stopped 
short  and  looked  in  that  direction.  A 
wicket  in  the  grille  was  opened,  and  a 
new  prisoner  made  his  appearance.  Andrew 
started,  rubbed  his  eyes  incredulously,  and 
uttered  an  exclamation  of  profound  aston- 
ishment,   for   the   man    thus   admitted   was 
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none  other  than  his  former  acquaintance, 
Simpson.  Simpson  was  looking  decidedly 
the  worse  for  wear ;  his  garments  were 
wofully  dilapidated,  and  he  was  evidently 
exceedingly  bewildered,  for  he  gazed  vacantly 
about  him.  Andrew  advanced  towards  him, 
and  Simpson,  on  catching  sight  of  him, 
uttered  a  rapturous  shout,  and  came  forward 
with  outstretched  hands. 

"  Andrew  Prosser,  you  here  !  This  cows 
creation !  Eh,  but  I'm  blithe  to  see  ye ! " 
he  exclaimed,  with  great  fervour  and  in  a 
quavering  voice. 

"  Thank  ye,"  said  Andrew,  drily,  at  the 
same  time  putting  his  hands  behind  his 
back. 

''  What's  wrang  ? "  asked  Simpson,  in 
surprise. 

"  I  hae  got  an  account  to  settle  wi'  you," 
said  Andrew,  proceeding  calmly  to  divest 
himself  of  his  coat. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  inquired  Simpson. 

"  I  mean,  Simpson,  that  you  are  a  traitor, 
a  fause-hearted  loon,  and  a  scoundrel.  You 
broke   your    vow   of  secrecy   as    a    member 
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of  the  Knight  -  Templars,  and  sold  me  to 
my  enemies." 

"  Bide  a  wee,  Andrew,  bide  a  wee,"  said 
Simpson.      "  Gie  me  time  to  explain." 

''  You  can  never  explain  how  Lord  Wim- 
pole  knew  me  to  be  a  member  of  the  Society 
except  by  your  treachery.  He  nobly  re- 
deemed his  unkindness  afterwards,  but  that 
doesna  affect  your  share  in  the  business." 

^'  If  ye  hadna  assaulted  his  lordship,  you 
would  never  have  been  arrested :  and  I 
didna  need  to  clype  on  you ;  everybody 
suspected    your    disaffection,    as     they    ca' 

it." 

"  Ye  needna  try  to  begunk  me  with  your 
subterfuges  and  your  equivocations,"  cried 
Andrew,  indignantly.  "  How  did  they  ken 
I  was  gangin'  to  Dundee  with  compromising 
documents  on  my  person,  if  you  didna  gie 
Lord  Wimpole  the  hint?" 

"  Yery  likely  your  movements  were 
watched,"  muttered  Simpson.  ''  Ye  ken 
weel  enough,  Andrew,  that  there  was  a 
sough  aboot  your  connection  wi'  a  secret 
society." 
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''  Fudge !  dinna  add  meanness  to  your 
other  rascality.  Take  off  your  coat,  Simp- 
son, for  I  mean  to  gie  you  as  sound  a 
drubbing  as  ever  you  got." 

"Oh,  that's  your  game,  is  it?"  sneered 
Simpson,  with  a  vicious  smile.  "  Aweel,  if 
ye  are  bent  on  a  collieshangy,  I'll  no  dis- 
a23point  ye.  If  ye  take  the  strunts,  ye 
maun  take  the  dunts  as  weel ; "  and  so 
saying,  he  threw  off  his  coat. 

A  guichetier,  noticing  the  altercation,  came 
up  and  demanded  what  was  the  matter. 
Andrew  pushed  him  roughly  aside. 

"  Mind  your  ain  devilry,  little  man,"  he 
said,  forgetting  his  French  in  his  excitement ; 
then  adding  with  improved  perspicuity,  ^'  Va 
mi  diable ! " 

By  this  time  a  group  of  prisoners  had 
gathered  round  the  two  men,  hustling  the 
turnkey  unceremoniously  aside,  and  viewing 
the  preparations  for  a  bout  of  fisticuffs  with 
amused  interest. 

"  Vive  la  hoxe ! "  cried  one  or  two,  clapping 
their  hands.  Andrew  rolled  up  his  shirt- 
sleeves,  and  displayed  a  pair  of  admirably 
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moulded  arms,  which  excited  a  murmur  of 
admiration. 

"  Two  to  one  on  the  young  one  1 "  cried 
a  gentleman  whose  betting  propensities  had 
been  kept  in  abeyance  for  a  considerable  time. 

"Tope/"  rejoined  one  of  his  companions, 
promptly.  "  I  lay  a  hundred  francs  in 
assignats." 

"  A  hundred  francs !  What  is  that  in 
assignats  ? "  demanded  the  other,  contempt- 
uously. "  They  are  worth  as  little  as  the 
Eights  of  Man  or  Barrere's  reports.  Make 
it  a  thousand." 

"  Soit ! "  assented  his  companion. 

The  example  proved  contagious,  and  a 
number  of  other  bets  were  made  on  the 
issue  of  the  fight. 

In  the  present  refined  and  philanthropic 
age  pugilistic  encounters  are  justly  repro- 
bated, and  a  minute  description  of  one  would 
not  be  tolerated  except  in  the  pure  pages 
of  a  Transatlantic  newspaper.  And,  as  a 
former  Mayor  of  Dublin  used  to  put  out  the 
gas  when  members  of  Council  began  to 
exhibit  the  usual  symptoms  of  Home  Eule, 
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SO  a  prudent  and  scrupulous  author  will 
wrap  in  obscurity  the  degrading  details  of 
such  a  scene.  Nowadays,  personal  hostilities 
being  out  of  vogue  —  a  cheering  indication 
of  social  progress  —  people  blacken  each 
other's  characters  instead  of  each  others 
eyes, — an  easy  process,  involving  no  bleed- 
ing except  that  of  the  pockets  ;  and  we  may 
hopefully  look  forward  to  the  time  when 
parliamentary  language,  in  the  present  re- 
vised signification  of  the  term,  will  demand 
neither  pistolary  nor  epistolary  amends. 
The  ascertained  fact  that  hard  names  break 
no  bones  is  one  of  the  most  brilliant  dis- 
coveries of  this  enlightened  age. 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  after  the  commence- 
ment of  the  fight,  Simpson  might  have  been 
seen  seated  on  the  ground  after  a  short 
interval  of  prostrate  unconsciousness.  His 
nose  had  become  bulbous,  one  eye  was  closed, 
and  the  other  nearly  submerged  by  the 
swollen  lids  ;  his  lips  were  cut  and  bleeding  ; 
and  when  he  struggled  to  his  feet,  he  found 
his  legs  so  "  groggy "  that  he  was  fain  to 
sit  down  again. 
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"  It's  nae  use,  Andy,"  he  said,  feebly ; 
"you're  the  better  man.  Will  ye  shake 
hands  noo  ? " 

"  With  pleasure,"  said  Andrew,  frankly,  as 
he  went  forward  and  shook  hands  heartily 
with  his  discomfited  foe.  "Now  I  forgie 
you,  Simpson,  and  in  the  words  o'  Scrip- 
ture, '  Go  and  sin  no  more.'  Take  a  grup 
o'  my  arm,  man,  and  I'll  support  you.  Ye 
focht  weel,  and  that's  a  fact ;  but  ye  see,  'I 
never  did  apply  hot  and  rebellious  liquors 
in  my  blood,'  and  that  gies  me  an  advantage 
in  a  tuilzie.  This  bit  scrimmage  will  dae 
ye  guid,  Simpson ;  it'll  prove  the  dawn  o" 
better  days  for  you :  dae  ye  no  feel  mair 
like  an  honest  man  already  ? " 

"I  feel  that  I  hae  been  weel  skelpit, 
Andy;  I'm  like  the  Psalmist,  a'  my  banes 
are  out  of  joint.  Eh,  but  ye're  a  braw 
buirdly  lad  ;  I'll  no  thresh  corn  wi'  you  in 
a  hurry  again." 

"  Weel,  I  hae  got  a  wheen  ugly  clours 
mysel',"  Andrew  admitted. 

"  I  was  a  stoot  stuffy  lad  ance,  Andy," 
said  Simpson,  mournfully;  "but  all  flesh  is 
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grass.  I  suppose  there's  nae  whisky  m 
this  benighted  land,  is  there  ? " 

"  I  could  maybe  get  you  a  drap  o'  claret," 
said  Andrew,  sympathetically. 

Simpson  shuddered. 

"  Ye  mean  kindly,  I  ken,  Andy ;  but  if 
ye  please,  we'll  drop  the  subject,"  he  replied. 

The  encounter  between  the  two  men,  and 
still  more  its  apparently  amicable  termina- 
tion, excited  the  unbounded  amusement  of 
the  spectators,  not  unmingled  with  respect, 
for  the  two  foreigners  had  conducted  them- 
selves manfully  and  loyally,  and  when  the 
quarrel  was  ended  had  shown  no  rancour. 
At  this  period  of  implacable  resentments 
such  a  denoument  was  sufficiently  ab- 
normal, and  hardly  to  be  explained  even 
by  the  proverbial  eccentricity  of  English- 
men. 

"  Ce  sont  de  braves  gens,''  was  heard  on 
all  sides. 

A  comedian,  who  had  been  imprisoned 
for  an  epigram,  immediately  improvised  a 
verse  somewhat  to  the  following  effect, 
which  was  received  with  acclamation  : — 
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"  On  terrasse, 
On  embrasse, 
On  fait  des  plaies. 
On  fait  la  paix, — 
Voila  la  guerre 
D'oiitre-mer." 

Which  may  be  roughly  rendered  : — 

"  He  is  a  brother 
Who  fells  another ; 
Sore  contusions. 
Fond  effusions, — 
That's  the  moral 
Of  an  English  quarrel." 

Meanwhile  Andrew  and  Simpson  had 
seated  themselves  on  a  wooden  bench 
placed  against  the  wall. 

"And  now  you  must  tell  me,  Simpson, 
how  you  came  here,"  said  Andrew. 

'*  Weel,  I'll  try,  Andrew  ;  but  if  I  get  a 
bit  fankled  in  my  story,  yell  understand 
that  it's  owing  to  the  bizzin'  in  my  head." 

"  Dinna  get  ower  fankled,  Simpson,"  said 
Andrew,  "or  I'll  be  thinking  that  ye  want 
to  play  at  Blind  Harry  wi'  me.  Dinna 
bogle  aboot  the  stacks,  my  man." 

"Eh,   Andrew,   but    ye're    an    ill -judging 
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loon,"  replied  Simpson,  reproachfully.  ''  After 
bashin'  my  body,  ye  would  take  away  my 
character.      Is  that  fair,  Andrew  ?  " 

"  On  ye  get  wi'  your  story.  I  hae  nae 
wish  to  make  you  waur  than  ye  are.  May- 
be ye  hae  sat  on  the  stool  o'  repentance " 

"Deil  a  hait,"  interposed  Simpson,  indig- 
nantly.    "  I  hae  aye  been  a  clean  liver." 

"  Oh,  I  mean  metaphorically." 

"  Ay,  ay,  ye're  never  at  a  loss  for  a  lang 
word  to  help  you  ower  the  stanks,"  rejoined 
Simpson,  somewhat  sulkily. 

"  Never  mind,  Simpson ;  ye  ken  I'm  a 
dominie,  and  dominies  were  aye  a  carping 
and  censorious  set  o'  bodies.  Eh,  but  I 
wish  I  was  in  the  auld  school-house  ance 
mair !  Mrs  Badger  might  flyte  at  me  the 
hale  day — it  would  be  a  precious  ointment 
that  would  not  break  my  head." 

"  Ay,  and  my  wife's  bark  was  aye  waur 
than  her  bite,"  added  Simpson,  dolefully 
shaking  his  head.  "  What  will  Fownie  be 
without  you  and  me,  Andy  ?  But  folks 
never  ken  their  mercies  till  they  lose  them. 
However,    that's   wandering   frae    the    text. 
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Ye  want  to  hear  my  story.  Aweel,  I  came 
to  the  conclusion  that  Bell  needed  to  get 
better  education  than  could  be  had  at 
Fownie  after  you  left  it  ;  and  after  making 
inquiries,  I  fixed  on  a  braw  boarding-school 
near  London.  I  see  ye're  fidging ;  but 
dinna  interrupt — I  aye  gang  aff  the  stot 
when  I'm  interrupted.  Aweel,  I  went  up 
to  London  wi'  Bell  and  that  silly  tawpie 
Peggy  Morrison — and  what  has  become  o' 
her  noo,  the  Lord  kens !  Just  fancy  a 
glaikit  donnert  lassie  like  her  in  the  heart 
o'  the  muckle  Babylon  ! " 

"  Hoots !  Peggy  wears  the  best  amulet* 
a  lassie  can  hae,"  said  Andrew. 

"  And  what's  that  ?  " 

"Ugliness,  Simpson.  But  I'm  interrup- 
ting." 

"  Aweel,  after  I  had  finished  my  errand 
in  London,  a  bit  business  took  me  doon  to 
Portsmouth " 

"  Whose  business  ?  " 

"  My  business  ;  but  if  ye  begin  tying  knots 
in  my  line  it'll  never  rin  aff  the  reel.  Your 
tongue,  Andrew,  starves  your  ears." 
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"  Well,    well,    I'll    no   say  another   word ; 
but  mind,  I'm  thinking  a'  the  time." 

"  When  I  had  finished  my  business  in 
Portsmouth,  or  rayther  in  a  wee  village  no 
far  frae  Portsmouth,  I  was  taking  a  daunder 
aboot  the  harbour,  when  whae  should  I  meet 
but  that  mountain  o'  blubber,  that  brither 
o'  the  whale  that  swallowed  Jonah  —  the 
muckle  deil  confound  him  ! " 
''  Who  are  ye  talking  aboot  ? " 

"  Michael  Burnside  ;  and  if  ever " 

''  Ca'  canny,  SimjDson ;  he's  a  freend  o' 
mine." 

"  Oh,  very  weel,  I'll  say  nae  mair ;  but 
mind,  like  you,  I'm  thinking  a'  the  time. 
Michael  seemed  freendly  enough  when  we 
forgathered,  and  we  had  some  glasses  o' 
rum.  But  yon  man's  a  fair  sand-bed.  The 
liquor  rumbles  aboot  sae  lang  in  his  big 
carcase  that  it  never  gets  to  his  head.  As 
for  me,  I  say  it  with  shame  and  contrition 
of  heart,  I  got  mortal  fou' ;  and  when  I 
came  to  mysel',  where  do  ye  think  I 
was  ? " 

"  In  the  police-station,  very  likely." 
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"Nae.sic  luck,  I  can  tell  ye.  I  found 
mysel'  on  board  his  Majesty's  brig  the 
Alert,  steering  doon  Channel  wi'  the  finest 
wind  that  ever  filled  a  to'-gallant  sail." 

"  Pressed  ^ " 

*'  Ay,  pressed,"  repeated  Simpson,  with 
vicious  emphasis.  "  But  bide  a  wee.  That's 
chalked  ahint  the  door  against  Michael.  It's 
a  langlane  that  hasna  a  turning." 

"You  think  it  was  a  trick  on  Michael's 
part  ?  " 

"  I  think  !  I  ken  it  was,  by  what  a  little 
wasp  o'  a  middy  let  oot.  For  it  was  an 
awfu'  vessel,  the  Alert — *  rigged  wi'  curses" 
dark,'  as  some  daft  poet  says.  It  was  '  Do 
and  be  damned '  frae  morning  till  nicht.  It 
fair  rained  ropes' -ends.  I  was  there  like 
Daniel  in  the  den  o'  lions." 

''  It  must  hae  been  an  awfu'  ship,"  com- 
mented Andrew,  with  a  grim  smile. 

"  And  this  same  wee  wasp  o'  a  middy — 
Templeton  was  his  name — had  taen  a  spite 
at  me.  It  was,  '  I'll  work  up  your  old  iron, 
Simpson,'  '  I'll  ride  you  down  like  the  fore- 
tack,'    '  You'll   get    your    manners    properly 

VOL.  III.  D 


50      RED  CAP  AND  BLUE  JACKET. 

Flemish-coiled  this  voyage,  Simpson.'  And 
every  word  rammed  hame  with  a  damn. 
And  me  a  man  o'  property — in  a  sma'  way — 
and  a  member  o'  the  Kirk  forby.  At  times, 
as  ye  may  fancy,  I  was,  in  the  language  o' 
the  Scripture,  '  ready  to  burst  like  new 
bottles.'  But  I  had  to  thole,  unless  I  wanted 
to  be  spread-eagled.  This  by  the  way,  and 
a  very  bad  way  too.  Aweel,  after  cruising 
for  a  day  or  two,  we  sighted  an  enemy's 
vessel  aboot  an  hour  afore  nightfall.  It 
was  raw  blirty  weather,  and  it  grew  waur  as 
nicht  came  on.  We  were  warstling  alang 
under  a  storm-jib  and  reefed  main-sail,  and 
the  wind  south-east,  and  a  nasty  jabble  o'  a 
sea,  but  aye  coming  nearer  the  vessel,  which 
turned  out  to  be  a  privateer.  It  was  a  fair 
tempting  o'  Providence  to  fecht  her,  for  she 
carried  far  mair  guns  and  men  than  we  did. 
But  ours  was  a  fechtin'  crew :  gie  them  their 
due,  officers  and  men,  they  had  heard  tell  o' 
fear,  but  they  didna  ken  what  it  meant. 
Aweel,  the  privateer  fires  a  gun  across  our 
bows  to  gar  us  stop — she  had  a  carronade 
working  on  a  swivel  in  the  poop.     '  Damn 


ANDREW  AND  AN  OLD  ACQUAINTANCE.   51 

the  fellow's  impudence/  cries  the  captain,  wi' 
a  big  horse-laugh.  '  Does  he  expect  us  to 
say  "  God  bless  you  "  when  he  sneezes  ? '  And 
a'  the  officers  nichered  at  the  joke.  Even 
the  wee  middy  lauched  like  a  girl ;  he  had  a 
big  heart  for  sae  wee  a  body.  Weel,  Andrew, 
I  winna  describe  the  engagement ;  indeed  I 
canna,  for  what  wi'  the  hurly-burly,  and  the 
smoke  wi'  the  red  flashes  carded  through  it, 
and  the  round-shot  coming  rub-a-dub,  and 
the  splinters  flying,  and  the  yells  and  the 
groans,  and  the  men  falling  like  ninepins, 
and  the  warm  blood  trickling  and  gurgling 
through  the  scuppers,  I  was  fair  dumfoon-* 
dered  and  stupefied — though,  mind  you,  I 
did  my  duty,  pressed  man  though  I  was, 
for  ye  get  into  a  kind  o'  fever  :  it's  a  a  big 
nicht-mare  crowded  wi'  phantoms  and  chang- 
ing sights  o'  fear.  Death  on  the  pale  horse 
is  naething  to  it.  It's  a  legion  o'  deaths 
charging  doon  upon  ye,  wi'  the  big  snorting 
o'  the  guns,  and  the  red  eyeballs  o'  flashes, 
and  lang  wisps  o'  smoke  like  manes,  and  the 
thump  and  thud  o'  the  balls  like  the  thun- 
dering o'  hoofs." 
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"  Ye're  richt,  Simpson,  ye're  richt,"  cried 
Andrew,  lifting  his  clenched  hand,  while  his 
eyes  flashed  with  sympathetic  excitement. 
"  Auld  Scotland  for  ever,  and  her  big  brother 
England !  It  does  me  good  to  hear  you, 
Simpson  !  It  warms  my  heart !  For  if  King 
George  is  a  tyrant,  he's  no  to  be  compared 
wi'  Maximilian  the  First.  But  I'm  inter- 
rupting again." 

"Aweel,  Andrew,  to  cut  it  short,  we  got 
oor  paiks.  The  Alert  was  boarded  and 
taken.  We  were  driven  under  hatches,  a 
prize-crew  was  left  on  board,  and  we  were 
carried  into  Dunkerque  and  interred  there." 

"  Interred  ?  "  repeated  Andrew,  with  a  be- 
wildered look. 

*'Yes,  interred;  that's  the  word  for  it,  I 
believe." 

"  You  mean  you  were  buried  alive  there, 
in  a  manner  of  speaking  ?  " 

''  Weel,  that's  an  unco  strong  word  for  it. 
For,  ye  see,  I  was  weel  kent  at  Dunkerque 
as  a  free-trader  ;  and  as  I  made  oot  that 
I  had  been  pressed,  and,  best  o'  a,  I  had 
a  wheen   gold  guineas    in    my  pouch,   they 
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werena  very  hard  wi'  me.  But  I  was  interred 
for  a  that." 

"  Oh,  I  see  what  you  mean ;  you  were 
interned  there,"  said  Andrew,  with  a  laugh. 

"  Yes,  that's  what  I  said.  I  got  acquented 
wi'  a  wheen  o'  the  Do-any-ers,  as  they're 
ca'ed — and  they're  weel  named,  for  they  bear 
the  gree  for  cheating." 

"The  Douaniers  or  custom-house  officers, 
I  suppose  you  mean." 

"  Yes,  that's  what  they  pretend  to  be ; 
but,  my  certy,  the  custom  is  mair  honoured 
in  the  breach  than  in  the  observance,  as 
anither  daft  poet  says !  for  they're  hand 
in  glove  wi'  the  free-traders,  only  they  get 
the  lion's  share  o'  the  profit.  It's  fair  rob- 
bery ;  but  there's  nae  redress,  for  there's 
nae  law  in  France  at  present.  They're 
makin'  new  laws,  I  understand,  but  it  seems 
that  it's  dreich  work.  It  minds  me  o'  a  puir 
chiel  I  kenned,  Sandy  Gillfather,  wha  had 
the  lowpin'-ague." 

"  And  what  kind  o'  a  disease  is  that,  for 
it's  new  to  me  ? "  asked  Andrew. 

"  It's   like    this,    Andy.       When    a    man 
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takes  the  lowpiii'-ague,  he's  Hke'  as  gin  he 
was  daft,  though  he's  no  daft  neither,  but 
he  canna  keep  still ;  he  maun  be  rinnin' 
aboot  like  a  March  hare,  speelin'  rocks  and 
23recipices,  coupin  himsel'  heid  ower  heels, 
till  he's  clean  forfochten.  And  ye  maun 
just  let  him  dae  it  —  he  warks  the  disease 
aff  that  gait ;  and,  mark  my  words,  the 
man  in  the  Gospel,  whose  name  was  Legion, 
I  believe  had  the  lowpin'-ague,  and  he  gave 
it  to  the  pigs  —  for  if  ye  remember,  Andy, 
they  rushed  violently  doon  a  steep  place 
into  the  lake  and  were  droont.  That's 
proof  positive  for  you.  That's  by  the  way ; 
but  I  was  gaun  to  tell  you  that  puir 
Sandy,  after  he  got  better  and  went  to 
the  kirk,  he  fand  he  couldna  read  a  word, 
no  a  dooms  word,  o'  the  Guid  Book,  and 
he  had  to  begin  and  learn  the  alphabet 
again  like  a  toddlin'  wean.  However,  it 
a'  cam'  back  to  him  again  like  a  flash. 
Noo,  the  French  at  present  have  had  to 
begin  wi'  the  alphabet  again.  They  have 
had  the  lowpin'-ague  wi'  a  vengeance.  But 
to  get  on  wi'   my  story.     Ane  o'    the  Do- 
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any-ers  took  a  fancy  to  me,  and  when  he 
had  to  gang  to  Paris  oii  business — what 
business  I  dinna  ken,  so  ye  needna  ask  me 
— he  gat  leave  to  take  me  wi'  him.  Now, 
Andy,  I  must  here  hide  my  face  for  shame. 
The  auld  Adam  within  me  prevailed,  for 
when  we  arrived  in  Paris  we  baith  got  blind 
fou',  and  I  rayther  think  I  must  have  had 
a  kempie  wi'  some  loons — I  mind  naething 
aboot  it — but  when  I  cam'  to  mysel'  I  was 
in  this  identical  prison,  wi'  my  claes  like 
a  hallanshaker's  duds,  and  me  as  sair  and 
stiff  as  gin  I  had  been  pit  through  a  mangle. 
Noo,  I  dinna  defend  mysel' — I  was  a  daft* 
idiot  to  get  fou' — but  in  justice  to  mysel' 
I  must  say  that  the  brandy  should  bear 
half  the  wyte  o'  it.  For  I  had  been  used 
to  douce  and  civileesed  sperits  that  speak 
comfortably  to  a  body  instead  o'  gruppin'  him 
by  the  throat  and  robbin'  him  o'  sense  and 
mense ;  and  so  I  got  as  drunk  as  a  fiddler. 
And  noo  I  hae  to  pay  the  piper,  wae's  me." 

Andrew  laughed  at  the  whimsical  imagery. 

"  Well  now,  you  must  tell  me  aboot  the 
Fownie    folk,"    he    said,    wistfully.       "But 
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there's    the    dmner-bell,   Simpson.      Prepare 
to  be  skuimered." 

"It's  a  puh^  land  where  there's  neither 
meat  nor  drink  fit  for  a  Christian,"  said 
Simpson.  "  I  think  we  should  send  a  bit 
petition  to  Robby  Spears,  or  whatever  his 
name  is.  Have  they  no  a  thing  like  a  writ 
o'  habeas  corpus?'' 

"  Ay,  this  is  their  habeas  corpus^'  said 
Andrew,  pointing  to  the  surrounding  walls 
and  buildings  of  their  prison. 

"  But  what  will  be  the  end  o'  a'  this  ? " 
asked  Simpson. 

"  Probably  we  shall  get  our  heads  struck 
off." 

"  Ou  !  that'll  no  dae  ava',"  said  Simpson. 
"  We  maun  send  a  petition  to  E,obby 
Spears." 
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The  veal  served  up  for  dinner  on  this  oc- 
casion proved  to  be  exceedingly  bad,  and 
must  have  been  more  densely  "populated" 
than  usual,  so  that  the  comedian  Bazincourt, 
faithful  to  his  quips  and  sallies,  proposed  his 
neighbours'  healths  in  a  ver  de  viande,  and 
gave  free  scope  to  his  rollicking  humour  in 
a  great  variety  of  puns  and  conceits,  which 
excited  much  amusement  and  provoked  jo- 
cose emulation.  Thus,  on  smelling  the  plate 
of  veal  placed  before  him,  he  exclaimed,  with 
the  scowl  of  a  virtuous  patriot,  "Cette  viande 
m'est  suspecte  ;  dressons  le  proces  ver-hsl." 

''  Ce  veau  ne  vaut  rien,"   quoth    another 
prisoner. 
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"  We  should  not  complain,"  continued 
Bazincourt  ;  "it  is  evidently  the  flesh  of  the 
calf  slain  for  the  prodigal  son,  only  it  has 
never  been  fattened." 

"  Au  contraire,"  observed  the  Due,  "  cet 
animal  me  fait  horreur — si  jeune  et  pourtant 
d'une  corruption  si  precoce." 

"  En  ce  cas,"  rejoined  Bazincourt,  with  a 
roguish  smile,  "  il  a  du  assister  a  mon  dernier 
vaudeville." 

"  Yoici  mon  axiome  gastronomique,"  said 
another  prisoner  :  "La  faim  propose  et 
Robespierre  dispose." 

"Etvoicimon  syllogisme  gastronomique," 
rejoined  Bazincourt :  "  Les  plats  des  prison- 
mers  jQuent :  done,  ceux-ci  ne  sont  pas  re-pus.'' 

"  C'est  un  diner  a  bouts  rimes,"  said  the 
Due,  "  oil  nourriture  rime  a  pourriture.'' 

This  ingenious  allusion  to  one  of  the 
favourite  amusements  of  the  prisoners  was 
received  with  much  applause.  A  savant 
thereupon,  with  a  demurely  ironical  smile, 
checked  and  then  gave  a  new  direction  to 
the  general  hilarity  by  the  remark,  "  Mes- 
sieurs, les  eleves — de  la  Guillotine,  cessez  ce 
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badinage  intempestif ;  continuoiis  iios  re- 
cherches — zoologiques  !  " 

When  the  gruesome  repast  was  over  and 
the  prisoners  had  filed  out  into  the  prcau, 
Andrew  resumed  his  conversation  with  Simp- 
son by  asking — 

"  How  were  a  the  Fownie  folk  when  you 
left  them  ? " 

"  Better  aff  than  we  are  the  noo,"  replied 
Simpson,  with  a  groan  and  a  grimace  of  dis- 
gust. "  The  pigs  there  get  better  victuals. 
But  I'll  no  be  scomfished  this  gait.  I'll  send 
a  petition  to  Bobby  Spears." 

"  Hoots,  Simpson  !  "  said  Andrew  ;  "  when 
ye  get  an  idea  into  your  noddle,  ye  must 
aye  be  mumblin  at  it  like  a  dog  at  a  bane." 

"  I  wish  I  had  a  routhy  bane  to  mumble 
at,"  said  Simpson,  dolefully.  "  I  wish  I  could 
get  baud  o'  the  cook  that  made  this  dinner. 
I  would  scaud  him  wi'  his  ain  kail." 

"  It's  bad  enough  to  eat  it  without  speak- 
ing aboot  it,"  said  Andrew. 

"  Ye  never  said  a  truer  word,  Andrew. 
The  Fownie  folk  ?  It's  fill  and  fetch  mair 
wi'  them." 
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"  Did  ye  see  Miss  Marjoribanks  before  ye 
left  ?  "  asked  Andrew,  after  an  interval  of 
silence. 

"  Ou  ay,  I  saw  her  at  the  kirk  as  bonnie 
as  ever, — though,  of  course,  I  dinna  use  the 
means  o'  grace  as  an  excuse  for  glowerin 
at  the  lassies." 

''Did  she  look  dowie-like?" 

"  She  aye  looks  serious  :  she's  no  a  gill- 
flirt,  like  some  o'  the  queans  that  gang  to 
the  kirk  to  show  aff  their  braws  and  blink 
at  their  joes.     She  looked  her  ordinar." 

"  We're  soon  forgotten,"  said  Andrew,  with 
a  sigh.  ''  It  should  check  our  pride  and  con- 
vince us  of  our  nothingness." 

"  Very  true,  Andrew.  We  are  but  a 
vapour  that  vanish eth  away.  That  being 
so,  we  shouldna  be  righteous  over  much,  as 
the  Book  says.  If  the  warld  is  sae  willin 
to  forget  me,  why  then,  I'll  no  forget  mysel'. 
There's  my  wife  noo  —  I'se  warrant  she's 
wearing  blacks  by  this  time  ;  and  a  braw 
gaucy  widow  she'll  look.  Widow's  weeds 
are  aye  becoming — they're  sic  a  contrast  to 
a  widow's   looks.      It  would   be  very  awk- 
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ward  if. I  was  to  gang  back  and  find  her 
buckled  to  somebody  else.  My  certy,  it 
would  be  very  awkward  !  But  she  would 
surely  wait  a  year,  for  decency's  sake." 

While  Simpson  was  thus  maundering, 
Andrew  was  leaning  against  the  prison  wall 
gazing  at  the  scene,  and  sadly  ruminating. 
It  was  evident  that  the  prisoners,  as  they 
walked  about  or  stood  in  groups  eagerly 
conversing,  were  unwontedly  excited.  Every 
countenance  wore  the  tense  expression  of 
hope,  blended  with  the  ever  -  recurring  an- 
guish of  uncertainty.  The  turnkeys  moved 
aimlessly  about  with  lowering  and  dejected 
looks,  and  the  absence  of  bravado  brought 
into  more  vivid  relief  their  abject  mean- 
ness. Even  the  mastiff  Ravage  had  a 
cringing  and  chap  -  fallen  air  ;  his  tail  had 
lost  its  aggressive  and  defiant  curl  and 
drooped  meekly.  His  master  no  longer 
cast  glances  of  grim  approval  at  him,  but 
with  nervous  exasperation  occasionally  dealt 
him  a  vicious  kick  as  he  came  slinking  past. 
The  spies,  called  moutons,  who  had  pre- 
viously been  in  the  habit  of  listening  fur- 
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tively  to  the  conversation  of  the  prisoners 
in  order  to  retail  afterwards  their  anti- 
revolutionary  remarks,  were  now  ingratiating 
and  obsequious,  afraid  lest  the  next  turn 
of  fortune's  wheel  should  deliver  them  to 
the  vengeance  of  their  intended  victims. 

When  the  time  for  the  bulletin  du  soir 
arrived,  the  prevailing  anxiety  reached  its 
culminating  point.  The  weather  had  been 
unusually  sultry,  even  for  this  summer  of 
almost  tropical  heat,  and  there  had  been 
mutterings  of  distant  thunder  all  the  after- 
noon. At  times  it  was  impossible  to  tell 
whether  these  growling  echoes  were  in  the 
elements  or  were  the  approaching  rumble  of 
the  fatal  tumbrils  ;  and  the  drawn  and 
haggard  features  of  the  prisoners  instantly 
assumed  an  expression  of  tortured  appre- 
hension. Strange  sounds  reached  the  in- 
terior of  the  prison  from  without ;  the  tocsin 
was  pealing ;  wild  shouts,  the  trampling  of 
many  feet,  the  clatter  of  horses'  hoofs,  de- 
tonations of  firearms,  filled  the  air  with 
fluctuating  intensity  of  sound. 

Andrew  joined   Mr   Wayte  and  the    Due 
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de  Chaixipfleury,  who  stood  talking  together 
in  subdued  voices. 

*'You  have  been  at  sea,  Mr  Wayte,  I 
believe,"  said  the  Due,  "  and  perhaps  you 
have  experienced  a  tropical  hurricane.  It 
travels  in  an  ellipse,  as  you  know,  and  in 
the  middle  of  its  orbit  there  is  a  dead  calm. 
We  are  just  now  in  the  centre  of  the  hurri- 
cane, but  as  it  travels  onwards  its  whirling 
circumference  may  reach  and  sweep  us  to 
destruction." 

"  Do  you  know  what  is  happening  out- 
side, monsieur  ?  "  asked  Andrew. 

*'  I  understand  that  Kobespierre  is  now 
engaged  in  a  death-grapple  with  his  enemies. 
They  have  at  length  roused  the  majority 
in  the  Convention  from  its  apathy ;  the 
Marsh — as  the  fanatics  call  the  moderate 
party  —  has  risen  and  engulfed  the  moun- 
tain. But  the  Commune  of  Paris  is  on 
Robespierre's  side.  This  is,  in  fact,  a  struggle 
between  France  and  Paris :  how  it  will 
end  nobody  can  tell, — only,  there  is  ground 
for  hope  in  the  fact  that  Robespierre  is 
physically  a  coward  ;   imminent  danger  will 
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probably  stupefy  him.     It    is    ferocity  that 
has  made  him  formidable,  not  courage." 

"  And  yet  what  an  ascendancy  he  has 
gained,  what  an  enthusiasm  he  has  in- 
spired ! "  remarked  Mr  Wayte. 

"You  mean  he  is  not  merely  a  Nero 
or  a  Caligula  ?  Quite  true.  His  influence 
rests  on  two  facts,  —  his  virtue  and  his 
eloquence.  He  is  the  Incorruptible.  No- 
body can  accuse  him  of  greed ;  he  is  pro- 
bably no  better  ofl*  than  he  ever  was.  He 
has  none  of  the  common  passions  of  human- 
ity, and  therefore  little  need  for  money ; 
he  is  moral,  because  he  has  poor  blood. 
Then  he  has  that  interminable  flow  of 
words  that  fascinates  ordinary  people.  He 
is  like  an  artificial  fountain  which  people 
like  to  see  playing  :  what  though  his  jets 
of  rhetoric  come  from  a  dragon's  mouth  ?  " 

At  this  moment  an  uproarious  burst  of 
acclamation  came  from  a  group  of  prisoners 
which  had  suddenly  formed  itself  round  the 
comedian.  Bazincourt  had  just  descended 
from  his  cell,  the  barred  windows  of  which 
commanded   a   view   of  the   street,   and  he 
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had  been  holding  communication  with  a 
friend  there  by  means  of  signs  and  a  species 
of  dumb  alphabet.  Hats  were  thrown  into 
the  air,  friends  embraced  each  other,  many 
burst  into  fits  of  hysterical  weeping. 

The  three  friends  hastened  to  the  place 
where  Bazincourt  was  standing,  and  cried 
simultaneously,   "  What  is  the  news  ?  " 

"  Glorious  news,  my  friends ! "  cried  the 
comedian,  exultantly.  "  Robespierre  shot 
himself  early  this  morning." 

A  fresh  conflux  of  prisoners  had  crowded 
to  the  spot. 

''  Is  he  dead  ? "  was  heard  on  all  sides. 

"No,  he  had  not  the  courage  to  shoot 
himself  properly,"  was  the  contemptuous 
reply.  "  But  it  matters  not ;  he  is  pro- 
nounced by  the  Convention  to  be  liors 
de  la  loi,  and  is  condemned  to  be  exe- 
cuted." 

A  tempest  of  opprobrious  epithets  and 
curses,  mingled  with  jubilant  acclamations, 
greeted  the  announcement. 

"  Go  up  to  your  tower  again,  Sister  Anne," 
said  one  of  the  prisoners  to  the  comedian ; 
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and  the  recommendation  was  hailed  with 
approving  laughter. 

^' Montez,  Soeur  Anne!''  resounded  on  all 
sides. 

The  comedian  gaily  complied,  after  firing 
off  a  little  joke  :  "  You  wound  my  vanity, 
my  friends,  in  pronouncing  me  Sur-Anne 
(superannuated)." 

Never  was  a  pun  received  with  more 
delirious  merriment.  Shortly  afterwards  he 
reappeared  pirouetting  and  waving  his  arms, 
while  tears  of  hysterical  excitement  coursed 
down  his  cheeks. 

"  My  friends,"  he  cried,  "  the  tumbrils 
were  to  start  for  the  Place  de  la  Revolution 
at  four  o'clock,  so  that  by  this  time  Robes- 
pierre must  have  looked  through  the  National 
Window.     Atchit  1 " 

And  he  sneezed  with  such  perfect  mimi- 
cry that  he  was  rapturously  cheered.  Then 
he  fell  back  half  fainting  into  the  arms  of  a 
friend. 

When  he  had  sufficiently  rallied  from 
the  effects  of  excitement,  he  returned  once 
more  to  his  coign  of  vantage   and  resumed 
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communication  with  his  friend  in  the  street. 
Loud  and  tumultuous  shouts  were  now 
heard  proceeding  from  the  exterior  of  the 
prison,  and  increasing  in  volume  and  near- 
ness. Bazincourt,  hastily  descending  from 
his  observatory,  imparted  the  ominous  in- 
telligence that  a  dense  crowd  was  approach- 
ing the  prison,  armed  with  pikes,  pistols, 
and  other  weapons.  This  announcement 
created  universal  consternation,  for  the 
September  massacres  in  the  prisons  re- 
curred to  the  minds  of  all.  There  was  a 
pause  of  dread  suspense,  and  then  the  Due 
de  Champfleury  cried  out  in  a  ringing' 
voice — 

"  Gentlemen,  let  us  not  allow  ourselves 
to  be  butchered  like  sheep ;  let  us  break 
up  all  the  chairs  and  benches  we  can  find, 
to  serve  as  defensive  weapons ;  and  let  us 
barricade  ourselves  in  the  refectory.  Mean- 
while, let  us  disarm  these  brutes ; "  and  he 
pointed  to  one  or  two  of  the  trembling 
guardians  and  turnkeys. 

This  bold  advice  was  received  with  ac- 
clamation ;  and  in  a  trice  these  functionaries 
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were  surrounded,  overpowered,  and  dis- 
armed, receiving  in  the  scuffle  many  amply 
earned  blows  and  kicks.  The  prisoners 
then  rushed  to  the  refectory,  and  in  all  haste 
proceeded  to  make  it  capable  of  sustaining 
a  siege.  A  considerable  time  elapsed,  during 
which  the  shouting  and  huzzaing  continued 
at  intervals ;  and  as  these  sounds  had  the 
ring  of  joy  and  gratulation  rather  than  of 
truculent  and  sanguinary  satisfaction,  Bazin- 
court  was  again  requested  to  reconnoitre. 

He  returned  with  the  animating  tidings 
that  the  crowd,  whose  intentions  they  had 
so  naturally  misinterpreted,  consisted  of 
enthusiastic  well-wishers  and  sympathisers. 
The  most  extravagant  manifestations  of 
emotion  ensued :  tears  flowed  in  abundance, 
men  embraced  each  other,  hats  were  thrown 
into  the  air,  and  responsive  shouts  and  ex- 
clamations testified  to  the  assemblage  out- 
side of  the  prison  walls  that  their  friendly 
demonstrations  were  undersl^ood  and  grate- 
fully appreciated.  Soon  afterwards  an  im- 
portant deputation  entered  the  prison. 
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CHAPTER    XXXV. 

THE   DUG   DE    CHAMPFLEURY   GETS   A 
SURPRISE. 

The  party  which  had  come  to  visit  the 
prison  of  the  Luxembourg  consisted  of  six 
members  of  Convention,  each  of  whom  was 
evidently  interested  in  the  fate  of  one  or 
more  of  the  prisoners,  for  on  their  entering 
the  preau  they  were  immediately  surround- 
ed, and  many  fraternal  accolades  were  ex- 
changed. The  purpose  of  their  visit  was 
a  benevolent  one,  and  they  announced  that 
two  administrators  of  police  would  shortly 
inspect  the  prison  to  receive  and  investigate 
any  complaints  regarding  the  quality  of  the 
rations,  or  any  other  matter  pertaining  to  the 
economy  of  the  prison-life. 
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The  Due,  Mr  Wayte,  and  Andrew  sur- 
veyed the  scene  with  mingled  feelings  of 
humane  interest  and  personal  disappoint- 
ment. They  had,  all  too  prematurely,  hoped 
that  on  the  suppression  of  the  Eeign  of 
Terror  incarnated  in  Robespierre  there  would 
be  a  general  gaol-delivery,  and  they  fancied 
that  the  six  Conventionnaires  had  probably 
come  to  proclaim  their  liberty. 

"  '  All  hope  abandon,  ye  who  enter  here,'  " 
said  the  Due,  bitterly.  "  Madame  Guillotine 
will  in  all  likelihood  be  pronounced  liors 
de  la  loi,  at  least  for  some  time ;  but  we 
may  languish  here  for  years.  I  am,  however, 
for  desperate  measures.  We  should  organise 
an  emeute.  The  time  is  propitious.  Our 
Concierge  Guyard  has  fled ;  the  prison  func- 
tionaries are  demoralised  and  terror-stricken; 
we  could  fall  upon  them,  disarm  them,  and 
open  the  doors  for  ourselves." 

"  Should  we  not  exercise  a  little  patience, 
now  that  things  are  changed  for  the  better?" 
said  Mr  Wayte. 

"  Patience  is  the  virtue  of  asses,  not  of 
men,"   rejoined    the    Due,    hotly.       "  I    beg 
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pardon.  I  am  irritated,  because  I  see  that 
one  of  the  Conventionnaires  is  my  personal 
enemy.  Look  at  that  hard-featured  man 
on  the  left,  dressed  in  a  three-cornered  hat 
with  a  red  cockade  in  front,  black  coat 
and  knee-breeches,  silk  stockings,  and  shoes 
with  steel  buckles.  A  sort  of  muscadin 
puritanically  corrected  and  revised.  That 
man  is  Lesage,  my  former  intendant  and 
manager  of  my  estates,  which  he  bought 
for  a  paltry  sum  when  they  were  confiscated. 
On  what  a  sandy  foundation  does  human 
virtue  stand !  I  could  have  staked  my  life 
on  his  integrity.  But  then  I  mortally  of- 
fended him.  He  had  the  effrontery  —  he, 
a  peasant's  son !  —  to  ask  in  marriage  my 
young  cousin's  hand.  I  dismissed  his  suit 
with  the  contempt  it  deserved,  and  dis- 
missed him  at  the  same  time.  His  visit 
bodes  no  good  for  me.  As  I  live,  the  fellow 
comes  our  way,  and  appears  anxious  to  speak 
to  me.  'Hie  niger  est,  hunc  tu,  Romane, 
caveto.' " 

The   Conventionnaire   in  question  walked 
deliberately  up  to  the  little  group,  and  said 
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in  a  voice  which  seemed  to  Mr  Wayte  to 
express  both  agitation  and  respect — 

"  Can  I  have  a  few  words  with  the  ci- 
devant  Due  de  Champfleury  ?  " 

"  The  ci-devant  Due  de  Champfleury  is 
honoured  by  the  request  of  his  ci-devant 
intendant,"  was  the  ironical  reply. 

"  May  I  beg  that  you  will  accompany  me 
to  a  corner  of  the  preauf  Our  interview 
must  be  private." 

"  To  the  corner  of  the  preau  be  it.  It  is  the 
legalised  substitute  for  the  corner  of  a  wood." 

Lesage  slightly  shrugged  his  shoulders, 
but  made  no  reply.  The  two  men  then 
moved  off. 

"  Monsieur  le  Due "  began  Lesage. 

^'Farle  en  repuhlicain.  Say  'Citizen/" 
the  Due  interposed,  contemptuously. 

"So  be  it.  I  fear,  from  your  tone  and 
manner,  you  little  guess  the  object  of  my 
visit." 

'*  It  concerns  me  little.  Probably  you 
wish  to  gloat  over  my  misfortunes." 

"  God  forbid  !  " 

"You  forget,  citizen!     There  is  a  leaven 
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of  the  '  old  style '  about  you.  Say  '  the 
Supreme  Being.' " 

"  The  name  I  lisped  at  my  mother's  knee 
will  suffice  for  me.  What  name  in  heaven  or 
earth  can  express  Him  ? "  said  Lesage,  simply 
and  reverentially. 

The  Due  stared  at  him.  The  man's  harsh 
and  rugged  features  bore  the  unmistakable 
signs  of  suppressed  emotion,  and  his  clear 
grey  eyes  looking  out  from  beneath  bushy 
eyebrows  were  full  of  unshed  tears. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  the  Due,  stiffly. 
"  I  confess  I  do  not  understand  you." 

"  Ah,  monsieur,  it  has  been  the  fault  and 
the  misfortune  of  your  order  that  they  have 
never  tried  to  understand  the  nature  of  their 
dependants.  They  have  indeed  belonged 
to  the  '  Old  Rock,'  which  ignores  the  stunted 
shrubs  and  bushes  growing  at  its  base." 

"  Well,  we  know  your  nature  now  suffi- 
ciently well,"  said  the  Due,  with  a  significant 
smile. 

"  Recrimination  is  useless,  and  would  be 
ungenerous  on  my  part." 

"  Oh,  no  punctilio,  I  beg  !     You  hate  me, 
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and  have  some  reason  to  hate  me,  as  I  hate 
you,  and  have  equal  reason  for  it.  But 
why  did  you  not  attack  me  ?  Why  did  you 
murder  Lucile  because  you  could  not  marry 
her  ? " 

"  Murder  Lucile  ?  Take  back  that  foul 
charge  !  But  patience  !  patience  !  After 
all,  the  unfortunate  and  the  oppressed  may 
be  excused  some  licence  of  language.  When 
that  angel  of  purity  and  goodness " 

He  paused,  and  his  features  worked  con- 
vulsively, while  the  Due  placed  his  hands 
behind  his  back,  and  looked  moodily  upon 
the  ground. 

''When  Lucile,  when  Madame  la  Marquise 
de  Brehan,  was  guillotined,  I  was  in  the 
army." 

He  held  up  his  left  hand,  which  was  a 
mere  stump,  three  of  the  fingers  having 
evidently  been  shot  away. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  and  I  am  glad  you 
are  able  to  exculpate  yourself,"  said  the 
Due,  with  some  abatement  of  his  haughty 
manner.  "  But  I  begin  to  detect  the  motive 
of  your  visit." 
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"  May  I  ask  what  your  interpretation  of 
it  is?" 

"  Certainly.  But  I  warn  you  it  is  not  a 
flattering  one." 

^'Parlez  toujours,  monsieur.  I  have  never 
loved  flattery." 

"  So  much  the  better.  Listen  then. 
Clemency  is  now  the  order  of  the  day. 
And  Clemency  is  the  younger  and  softer 
sister  of  Justice.  Now,  you  stole  my 
estates,  and  in  this  dawn  of  clemency  and 
justice  you  are  trembling  lest  you  should 
be  compelled  to  disgorge  your  plunder.  You 
have  not  been  able  to  kill  me  hitherto,  a^^d 
now  you  wish  to  conciliate  me,  to  hoodwink 
me,  to  deprecate  my  just  indignation  and 
eflect  a  compromise.  But  I  tell  you — 
all  or  nothing  !  I  will  not  huckster  with 
you." 

"  I  do  not  wish  you  to  do  so ;  and  I  pass 
your  insults  by.  But  as  to  the  facts  :  I  did 
not  steal  your  estates — I  bought  them." 

The  Due  laughed  sarcastically. 

"  Yes,  when  you  and  your  rascally  con- 
federates  had  confiscated  them  as  national 
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property,  and  could  therefore  easily  afford 
to  sell  them  at  a  derisory  price." 

'^It  was  then  the  easier  for  me  to  acquire 
them,  so  that  I  might  restore  them  to  you, 
as  I  hope  to  do  in  happier  times.  I  am 
merely  your  fiduciary." 

The  Due  staggered  back. 

"  I  have  ceased  to  wonder  at  anything 
in  this  topsy-turvy  world,  which  I  verily 
believe  is  the  Charenton  of  the  solar 
system,"  he  said,  with  an  impatient  stamp 
of  his  foot.  "But  really,  Lesage,  your  coup 
de  theatre  violates  probability  too  much. 
'  Latet  anguis  in  herba.'  But  I  beg  pardon 
for  quoting  Latin." 

"  There  is  no  need ;  I  understand  the 
proverb.     But  we  are  wasting  time." 

"  Not  at  all.  And  if  we  are,  think  how 
much  time  I  have  wasted  here." 

"  I  know  it,  monsieur,  and  I  deplore  it," 
said  Lesage,  gently. 

"  You  say  you  are  only  my  fiduciary," 
the  Due  continued.  "  How  am  I  to 
believe  that  ? " 

"  I  have   the   rents   and  moneys  accruing 
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from  your  estates  safely  lodged,  and  these 
shall  be  paid  over  to  you  when  you  please." 

"  Good,  very  good,  Lesage !  A  sop  to 
Cerberus !  Though,  in  truth,  I  should  be 
well  content  with  having  one  head  instead 
of  three." 

"  I  cannot  compel  you  to  believe  me," 
said  Lesage,  patiently.  "  Perhaps  only  time 
will  bring  conviction.  Yet,  I  know  your 
incredulity  is  shaken ;  I  see  it.  Look  me 
in  the  face,  monsieur,  and  say  if  you  do  not 
think  more  kindly  of  me,  or  at  least  less 
bitterly." 

"  Lesage,  you  see  before  you  one  who  has 
been  tortured  with  every  misery.  Do  not 
torture  me  further.  Have  some  human 
pity,  and  end  my  doubts  one  way  or 
another." 

"  I  desire  nothing  else ;  but  how  can  I 
succeed  if  you  receive  every  statement  I 
make  with  mocking  incredulity  ?  Let  me 
make  one  more  attempt.  I  come,  monsieur, 
to  set  you  at  liberty." 

The  Due  stared  at  the  Conventionnaire 
for  a  moment,  and  then  a  crisis  of  hysterical 
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emotion  overmastered  him.  He  leaned 
against  the  wall,  and  tried  to  hide  the  tears 
which  coursed  down  his  pale  and  emaciated 
cheeks,  while  rending  sobs  convulsed  his 
entire  frame.  Lesage  too  had  turned  aside 
with  instinctive  delicacy,  and  perhaps  also 
to  hide  his  sympathetic  emotion. 

*' Excuse  me,  monsieur,"  said  the  Due, 
when  he  had  partially  recovered  his  self- 
control.  "  I  am  very  weak ;  I  have  had 
little  to  eat  for  a  long  time ;  I  am  not 
usually  so  womanish." 

"  I  understand  your  condition  all  too 
well,"  said  Lesage. 

"  Oh,  Lesage,  is  this  all  true  ?  Have  I 
so  cruelly  misjudged  you  ?  If  this  super- 
human generosity  be  real,  what  was  its 
motive  ? " 

"  I  desire  no  credit  for  simple  justice. 
But  even  if  I  had  no  love  for  justice,  I  had 
a  powerful  motive,  which  you  will  under- 
stand. Your  mother,  monsieur,  was  a  saint 
— God  be  gracious  to  her !  All  that  I  am 
I  owe  to  her.  She  found  me  little  better 
than  a  savage,  wild,  undisciplined,  ignorant. 
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She  taught  me  to  read,  she  taught  me  to 
worship,  she  strove  with  angelic  patience 
to  correct  the  fatal  tendencies  within  me. 
Why,  I  cannot  say — I  was  an  unpromising 
and  ungracious  pupil ;  but  she  was  good, 
and  loved  to  do  good.  I  bless  God  that  He 
took  her  to  Himself  before  these  horrors 
devastated  France.  But  though  she  is  dead, 
her  memory  is  fresh  and  green  in  many 
hearts  which  she  comforted  and  purified." 

The  Due,  unable  to  articulate  a  word, 
grasped  Lesage's  hand,  and  pressed  it  to 
his  wildly  beating  heart. 

"  You  begin  to  believe  in  me,  to  tru^ 
me  ?  "  asked  Lesage. 

"  No  hypocrite  could  speak  as  you  have 
spoken,  in  such  tones  and  with  such  a  coun- 
tenance. I  doubt  me,  Lesage,  I  have  grossly 
wronged  you." 

"  It  was  excusable ;  you  were  blinded  by 
the  prejudices  of  caste.  We,  poor  sons  of 
peasants — I  will  be  plain-spoken — were  an 
inferior  race,  good  only  to  pay  the  gabelle 
and  drudge  under  the  corvee.  I  own  that 
you  were  nobler  than  your  compeers.     You 
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were  a  kind  and  considerate  seigneur  to  your 
dependants,  as  you  were  kind  to  your  dogs ! 
But  you  never  dreamt  that  we  had  thoughts 
and  feehngs  like  yours  ;  that  we  were  capable 
of  love,  generosity,  devotion  ;  that  we  wished 
to  have  some  joy  and  human  satisfaction  in 
this  dreary  wilderness  of  a  world ;  that  He 
with   whom  is  no  respect  of  persons  heard 
our  groaning,  and  abhorred  the  despots  who 
grudged  us  everything  except  a  hovel  and  a 
grave.    Ah,  monsieur,  France  needed  this  new 
gospel  of  the  Eights  of  Man  !     This  recog- 
nition of  the  Supreme  Being,  this  assertion 
of  Liberty,    Equality,    Fraternity,    so   much 
abused,  so  much  travestied — these  are  but  an 
echo  of  the  '  Gloria  in  excelsis,  Peace  and 
goodwill  to  men.'   A  true  republican  ought  to 
be  a  good  man,  for  he  only  recognises  man- 
hood wherever  found ;  but  only  a  good  man 
can  be  a  true  republican.     In  these  dreadful 
convulsions    of    foreign    and    domestic   war, 
power    has    fallen    into    the    hands    of   the 
bastard  children  of  the  Old  Begime.     Mon- 
archical and  aristocratic  oppression — excuse 
me,  monsieur — has  been  masquerading  in  a 
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sansculotte's  dress.  The  true  Republic  abhors 
these  atrocities,  as  true  Christianity  abhors 
persecution." 

"  You  are  a  Christian,  Lesage,  and  yet  a 
RepubHcan  !  I  confess  it  seems  to  me  a  para- 
dox. Justify  yourself,  or  I  shall  never  more 
believe  in  human  virtue." 

"It  is  no  paradox,  believe  me,"  replied 
Lesage,  with  an  animated  look.  "  The  City 
of  God  is  the  true  Republic.  In  it  there 
is  neither  Greek  nor  Jew,  barbarian,  Scy- 
thian, bond  nor  free,  but  Christ  is  all,  and 
in  all." 

He  made  half- stealthily  the  sign  of  the 
cross.     Then  he  continued — 

"  The  noble  and  the  serf  partake  of  the 
same  sacraments,  use  the  same  prayers,  hope 
for  the  same  heaven.  And  the  world  will 
never  be  right  till  the  democracy  is  a  theoc- 
racy. It  seems  an  idle  dream,  does  it  not  ? 
But  that  blessed  time  will  come,  for  nothing 
is  impossible  with  God." 

"  I  am  not  a  Catholic,  monsieur,  though 
I  respect  the  faith  of  every  honest  man," 
said  the  Due.     "  But,  thinking  as  you   do, 

VOL.  III.  F 
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how  are  you  a  member  of  Convention,  and 
how  have  you  escaped  being  suspect  ? " 

''  I  was  suspect,  and  I  was  imprisoned  for 
some  time  in  the  Madelonnettes ;  but  I  was 
acquitted.  No  doubt  my  mihtary  services, 
this  mutilated  hand,  had  their  effect.  But 
I  will  venture  now  to  make  confession.  I 
have  bowed  down  in  the  house  of  Rimmon. 
I  have  practised  hypocrisy,  more  than  life- 
long penitence  and  penance  will  atone  for. 
But  God  is  my  witness,  my  motives  were 
pure.  I  became  a  member  of  Convention 
that  I  might  check,  or  at  least  mitigate,  the 
sanguinary  excesses  which  have  for  ever 
sullied  the  fair  fame  of  the  Republic.  I 
have  saved  many  a  wretched  being, — I  have 
saved  you  ! " 

"  I  believe  it,  Lesage.  How  otherwise 
could  I  have  escaped  ? " 

"  I  would  not  have  you  think  me  better 
than  I  am.  I  practised  systematic  duplicity. 
I  did  not  indeed  pretend  republicanism,  for 
I  am  a  sincere,  nay,  an  enthusiastic  repub- 
lican ;  but  I  concealed  my  abhorrence  of 
Robespierre  and  his  ferocious  policy.     Alas, 
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monsieur,  I  howled  with  the  wolves  !  But 
I  will  be  judged  by  my  actions ;  they  will 
plead  for  me.  I  procured  the  admission  of 
a  young  friend,  Emile  Bergniaud,  into  the 
Office  of  the  Committee  of  General  Security, 
whose  task  it  was  to  arrange  and  classify 
the  dossiers  of  the  suspects.  When  the 
dossier  of  some  prisoner  in  whom  I  took  a 
personal  interest  came  in  the  course  of  rough- 
and-ready  rotation  to  the  top  of  the  fatal 
pile,  Emile  quietly  put  it  back  again  to  the 
bottom.  This  happened,  for  example,  twice 
or  thrice  with  your  dossier.  In  the  vast 
accumulation  of  names,  the  subterfuge  passefl 
unnoticed  for  a  time.  But  ere  Ions*  the 
omission  of  your  name  from  the  published 
lists  of  the  guillotined  excited  attention. 
And  as  I  was  known  to  have  been  your 
intendant,  and  now  the  possessor  of  your 
estates,  that  detestable  wretch  Barrere,  who 
acted  as  Bobespierre's  chancellor,  said  to 
me  one  day,  with  his  odious  smile,  '  I 
have  not  yet  seen  the  mortuary  extract  of 
the  ci-devant  Champfleury.  How  is  that  ? ' 
But   I  was  prepared   for  this,  and   had  my 
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story  ready.  '  The  ci-devant  Champfleury 
was  executed  three  weeks  ago,'  I  said. 
'  Strange  ! '  said  he  ;  ^  there  is  no  notifica- 
tion of  the  fact.'  '  I  think  I  can  explain 
the  circumstance,'  I  replied.  '  The  ci-devant 
had  abandoned  his  patrimonial  name  of 
Champfleury,  and  for  a  long  time  was  simply 
called  Citizen  Fleury.  Now,  if  you  refer  to 
the  published  lists,  you  will  find  that  Citi- 
zen Fleury  expiated  his  errors  on  the  —  I 
forget  the  date,  but  we  can  easily  verify 
the  fact.'  It  was  quite  true  that  a  poor 
wretch  of  that  name  had  been  executed. 
'  I  understand,'  said  Barrere  ;  and  then  added 
with  a  hypocritical  leer,  '  But  you  should 
have  mentioned  the  fact.  It  looks  as  if  the 
ci-devant  had  purged  himself  of  his  anti- 
civisme ;  and  the  Republic  is  glad  to  welcome 
back  her  prodigal  sons.'  '  That  would  be  too 
easy  a  way  for  ci-devants  to  escape,'  said  I, 
*  to  decapitate  their  names  in  order  to  save 
their  bodies  from  decapitation.  That  would 
be  making  hypocrisy  a  paying  virtue.'  '  Very 
true,  Lesage,  very  true,'  said  he ;  '  and  after 
all,   it   is  better   for   you  that  he    can   now 
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only  haunt  Champfleury.  I  commend  your 
patriotic  zeal.'  And  so  the  matter  passed. 
But  you  made  my  subterfuge  a  very  dan- 
gerous one,"  added  Lesage,  with  a  smile, 
"  for  you  were  excessively  imprudent  in  your 
conduct  and  language.  Now,  whether  you 
abstractly  condemn  my  conduct  or  not, 
whether  or  not  you  think  it  as  bad  to  be 
a  sheep  in  wolfs  clothing  as  to  be  a  wolf 
in  sheep's  clothing,  is  immaterial ;  you  will 
not  censure  me  very  severely,  I  think,  since 
you  and  not  a  few  others  have  profited  by 
my  duplicity." 

"  No,  Lesage,  no  one  will  condemn  you,"'' 
said  the  Due.  "  Yours  was  a  pious  fraud,  if 
ever  there  was  one." 

''  So  you  think  at  present ;  but  to-morrow, 
perhaps,  you  will  say,  '  If  Lesage  could  play 
a  part  with  such  consummate  artifice,  is  it  not 
possible  that  he  is  now  playing  a  part '?  Qui 
a  hu,  hoira.  He  who  has  lied  once,  will  lie 
many  times.  And  the  perfection  of  the 
hypocrisy  argues  a  natural  aptitude  for  it.' 
But  I  can  afford  to  wait.  Time  will  prove 
what  I  am." 
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"  I  shall  ever  honour  and  esteem  you  as 
the  best  of  men,"  said  the  Due,  with  deep 
emotion.  "  Henceforth  we  are  friends  and 
brothers.  And  as  for  the  estates,  why,  in 
the  name  of  Equality  and  Fraternity,  we 
shall  share  them  together." 

"No,  monsieur,  that  may  never  be.  I 
cannot,  of  course,  as  yet  make  restitution — 
that  would  be  fatal  rashness.  But  you  shall 
see  the  accounts,  which  have  been  accur- 
ately kept ;  and  if  I  should  die,  jDrovision 
is  made  in  my  will  for  your  resumption 
of  your  property.  Now,  •  monsieur,  it  is 
time  for  us  to  be  going.  Will  you  honour 
me  by  taking  my  arm ;  it  will  facilitate  our 
egress." 

"  Just  one  moment.  I  have  some  com- 
panions in  captivity,  for  whom  I  entreat 
your  kind  offices.  Will  you  let  me  introduce 
them  to  you  ?  " 

"  Surely ;  but  time  presses.  I  am  eager 
to  get  you  conveyed  to  a  place  of  safety. 
Give  me  their  names,  introduce  me  to  them, 
and  I  shall  visit  the  prison  to-morrow  and 
investigate  their  case." 
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The  Due  then  led  Lesage  to  the  spot 
where  Mr  Wayte  and  Andrew  were  stand- 
ing, with  poor  Simpson  at  a  respectful  dis- 
tance in  the  rear. 

''  Gentlemen,"  said  the  Due,  in  a  vibrating 
voice,  "I  have  the  honour  to  introduce  you 
to  the  noblest  and  best  of  men,  whom  I 
have  cruelly  misjudged  and  maligned.  He 
has  generously  promised  to  do  his  best  to 
obtain  your  liberation,  and  will  see  you  again 
to-morrow." 

He  shook  hands  a  Vanglaise  with  Mr 
Wayte  and  Andrew,  and  then  smilingly 
quoted  the  words  of  his  favourite  author — 

"  0  fortes  pejoraque  passi 
Mecum  s^pe  viri,    .    .    . 

Cras  ingens  iterabimus  ?equor." 

Then,  with  renewed  adieux,  he  withdrew 
leaning  on  Lesage's  arm,  and,  in  the  words 
of  Bunyan,  ''they  saw  him  no  more."  His 
departure  clouded  their  spirits  for  the  rest 
of  the  day. 
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On  the  following  day  Lesage,  as  he  had 
promised,  visited  the  prison  and  had  a  long 
interview  with  Mr  Wayte  and  Andrew. 
His  manner  was  dry  and  repellent,  nor  did 
he  attempt  to  conceal  the  fact  that  his 
intervention  in  their  behalf  was  repugnant 
to  him.  This  in  the  "  best  and  noblest  of 
men"  was  certainly  disappointing. 

''  I  would  have  you  know,"  he  said 
austerely,  "  that  I  see  in  you  the  enemies 
of  my  country.  I  detest  England  and 
Englishmen  ;  and  if  I  secure  your  release, 
it  is  the  utmost  I  can  do.  After  that  I 
wash  my  hands  of  you  ;  and  I  would  ad- 
vise you  to  leave  France  as  speedily  as  you 
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can.  The  tree  of  liberty  is  being  robbed 
of  its  sap  and  vitality  by  parasites.  As 
for  you,  Mr  Wayte,  your  offence  seems  to 
have  been  a  venial  one,  and  to  have  con- 
sisted mainly  in  harbouring  and  protecting 
the  ci-devante  De  Brissac.  As  she  has  been 
liberated  to  -  day,  that  offence  is  virtually 
condoned.  As  for  Simpson,  he  appears  to 
be  a  paltry  gudgeon  who  insulted  a  too 
susceptible  citizen  in  a  drunken  brawl ;  and 
as,  in  addition,  he  was  a  contrahandiste,  and 
not  technically  a  belligerent,  there  need  be 
no  difficulty  in  enlarging  him.  Your  case, 
Prosser,  is  more  complicated.  But  I  under- 
stand you  are  a  rebel  against  your  native 
land " 

"  I  beg  pardon,  I  am  a  Beformer,"  inter- 
posed Andrew,  flushing. 

"What  is  that,  Mr  Wayte?'' 

"  I  don't  very  well  know,  but  I  fancy  he 
is  like  the  Chinaman  who  was  willing  to 
burn  his  house  down  in  order  to  get  roast - 
pig.  Not  to  be  flippant,  however,  I  suppose 
my  friend  means  that  he  is  dissatisfied  with 
the  proceedings  of  the  English  Government 


90      RED  CAP  AND  BLUE  JACKET. 

at  the  present  time,  and  would  like  the 
power  of  the  State  to  be  more  directly  con- 
trolled and  regulated  by  public  opinion." 

''  Thank  you.  Well,  France  is  always 
glad  to  know  that  the  sacred  principles  of 
the  E-epublic  are  extirpating  the  poisonous 
weeds  of  monarchical  superstition.  At  the 
same  time,  Robespierre  may  well  be  excused 
for  having  suspected  you,  young  man.  For 
a  traitor  and  a  rebel  has  neither  a  character 
to  lose  nor  to  gain.  It  is  easy  to  masquerade 
in  a  carmagnole.  An  apostate  makes  a 
bad  convert.  You  were  one  of  the  United 
Irishmen,  I  believe.  Now^,  it  is  a  singular 
paradox  that  Irishmen  always  affect  to  be 
most  united  when  they  are  most  distracted 
by  intestine  factions ;  so  that  for  France 
to  listen  to  their  representations  would  be 
like  following  the  ig^iis  fatuus  of  an  Irish 
bog." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  citizen ;  I  am  a 
Scotchman,  not  an  Irishman,"  said  Andrew. 

"  A  Scotchman  and  a  Republican  !  I  con- 
gratulate you  on  furnishing  a  new  type. 
Permit  me  to  remark,  however,  that  a  com- 


ANDREW    IS    LIBERATED.  91 

bination  of  the  kilt  and  the  carmagnole 
forms  a  very  incongruous  and  eccentric  cos- 
tume. Personal  loyalty  both  in  Scotland 
and  in  France  has  always  been  a  character- 
istic of  your  nation.  And  I  admire  that, 
though  I  prefer  loyalty  to  principles  rather 
than  to  persons.  However,  I  won't  discuss 
the  subject.  And  I  must  take  you  for  what 
you  profess  to  be.  As  an  English  rebel 
you  have  some  claim  upon  our  consideration. 
Only  do  not  forget  that  a  true  patriot 
everywhere  inwardly  despises  a  traitor, 
though  he  may  find  it  convenient  to  use 
him,  as  we  use  scullions  in  our  kitchens  to 
clean  our  dirty  dishes.  I  think  I  shall  be 
able  to  eifect  your  release.  Thereafter," 
he  added,  with  a  look  of  lofty  disdain,  ''  you 
may  go  to  the  devil — or  to  Pitt,  Vun  vaut 
Vautrey 

*'  I  beg  your  pardon,  citizen,"  said  Mr 
Wayte,  with  an  angry  sparkle  in  his  eye ; 
"  I  am  a  countryman  of  that  great  man." 

''You  are  sincerely  to  be  commiserated  on 
that  account,"  rejoined  Lesage.  ''  But  I 
am  not  here  to  bandy  words  with  you.     I 
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bid  you  both  a  long  farewell  with  very  great 
satisfaction." 

"  The  satisfaction  is  mutual,  believe  me," 
said  Mr  Wayte,  coldly. 

Lesage  made  no  reply,  but,  with  a  sarcastic 
smile  and  an  almost  imperceptible  inclination 
of  the  head,  took  his  departure. 

"  Well,"  remarked  Andrew,  "  the  bad  Ke- 
publicans  are  very  bad,  and  the  good  ones 
are  not  much  better.  Traitor  !  rebel  !  I 
wish  I  had  met  him  on  board  the  Temeraire ; 
I  would  have  let  him  see  the  quality  of  a 
Scotch  rebel.  And  I  wonder  which  of  the 
two  would  best  sit  for  a  portrait  of  Beel- 
zebub, Pitt  or  Robespierre.  I  fancy  I  see 
the  meeting  between  Satan  and  his  satrap.  I 
warrant  he  got  off  his  burning  throne  to  make 
way  for  Robespierre.  It  minds  me  of  the 
grand  scene  in  Isaiah  :  '  Hell  from  beneath  is 
moved  for  thee  to  meet  thee  at  thy  coming.'  " 

"  Truly,  if  there  is  no  retribution,  virtue 
is  pure  quixotism,"  said  Mr  Wayte, — "  all 
virtue,  except  the  virtue  of  hatred,  for 
hatred  is  a  virtue  when  wickedness  is  its 
object." 
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Two  days  afterwards  the  three  men  were 
liberated.  They  betook  themselves  to  their 
former  lodgings  in  the  Rue  de  la  Loi.  When 
they  reached  the  house  the  door  was  opened 
to  them  by  Catherine,  whose  hard  features 
were  instantly  illumined  by  a  gleam  of  joy. 

"  How  is  the  Comtesse  de  Brissac  ?  "  asked 
Mr  Wayte,  anxiously. 

Catherine  slightly  shrugged  her  shoulders. 

"  Comme  ci,  comme  ga,  monsieur,"  was  the 
reply.  "  She  is  in  the  dining-room,  and  will 
doubtless  be  glad  to  see  her  friends." 

When  Mr  Wayte  and  Andrew  entered 
the  apartment,  the  Countess  rose  from  a 
low  chair  and  advanced  to  meet  them  with 
outstretched  hands. 

^'  Welcome,  thrice  welcome,  gentlemen  ! " 
she  exclaimed,  with  tears  in  her  eyes. 

A  long  conversation  followed.  The  Coun- 
tess informed  them  that  on  arriving  at  her 
former  quarters  she  had  found  the  door  open 
and  the  house  tenantless.  It  was  probable 
that  the  individuals  employed  as  care-takers 
of  confiscated  property,  and  who  were  known 
by  the  name  of  garnisaires,  had  precipitately 
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fled  on  the  collapse  of  E-obespierre's  domina- 
tion. They  had  left,  however,  abundant 
traces  of  their  occupation.  The  furniture  was 
deplorably  damaged ;  the  floors  were  littered 
with  broken  bottles,  scraps  of  newspapers, 
and  greasy  cards  ;  and  the  walls  were 
scrawled  with  obscenities  and  representa- 
tions of  the  guillotine. 

After  a  time  Andrew,  imagining  that  Mr 
Wayte  might  wish  to  have  some  private 
conversation  with  the  Countess,  rejoined 
Simpson,  whom  he  had  bestowed  in  the 
apartment  which  he  himself  had  previously 
occupied. 

"  I  ken  weel  enough,  Andrew,"  said  Simp- 
son, meekly,  "  that  I'm  in  the  way ;  but  I 
canna  help  it,   can  I  ? " 

"  That's  true  enough,  Simpson.  All  you 
have  got  to  do  is  to  make  yoursel'  as  in- 
significant as  possible,  and  to  sit  below  the 
salt,  in  a  manner  o'  speaking.  Ye  can  see 
that  Mr  Wayte  is  out  o'  your  sphere." 

"  Who  and  what  is  he,  do  ye  think  ?  " 

"  I  ken  naething  about  him,  except  that 
he's  a  gentleman,"  Andrew  replied,  somewhat 
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impatiently.  "We  dinna  live  in  Homeric 
times,  when  they  greeted  a  stranger  wi' 
'  Who  and  whence  art  thou  that  comest  to 
this  well-built  city  ? '  My  certy,  I  wish  I 
had  never  come  to  this  well-built  city  :  the 
wrath  o'  Achilles  was  naething  to  the  wrath 
o'  Robespierre.  Eh,  Simpson,  I  listened  to 
the  voices  o'  the  Sirens  when  I  steered  my 
bark  hither.  It  makes  a  body  think  o' 
Thoas  and  the  Tauric  Chersonese,  where 
strangers  were  sacrificed  on  the  altar  o' 
Diana.  Fortunately  Thoas  is  dead.  But 
a    this  is  Greek  to  you,   Simpson." 

"  Our  conversation,  Andrew,  would  sail 
on  a  mair  level  keel  if  ye  didna  pit  sic  'a 
cargo  o'  auld-warld  fables  on  the  tae  side. 
But  speaking  o'  Mr  Wayte,  I  hae  a  kind 
o'  a  ghost  o'  a  notion  that  I  hae  seen  him 
afore.  Or  maybe  he's  like  somebody  I  ken. 
I  hae  been  spelling  his  features  ever  since 
I  first  clapt  een  on  him,  but  I  can  neither 
make  out  the  name  nor  the  likeness." 

"  Ye  hae  aye  got  some  maggot  in  your 
brain,  Simpson.  Never  you  mind  who  that 
true  gentleman  is.     What  you  hae  got  to 
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do  is  no  to  disgrace  the  company  that  ye're 
in.  There's  to  be  nae  fuddhn  and  swilling 
sae  lang  as  ye're  wi'  him  and  me." 

"  I  maun  say,  Andrew,  that  your  talk  is 
mair  free  than  freendly,"  said  Simpson,  in- 
dignantly. 

''  I  am  giving  you  a  useful  hint,  for  if  ye 
disgrace  me  by  getting  fou',  I'll  leave  you 
to  work  out  your  ain  salvation ;  and  it  will 
be  with  fear  and  trembling,  I  trow." 

At  this  moment  Catherine  tapped  at  the 
door  and  informed  Andrew  that  Mr  Wayte 
would  like  to  speak  with  him.  Andrew  ac- 
cordingly returned  to  the  dining-room. 

"Mr  Prosser,"  began  Mr  Wayte,  "the 
Countess  and  I  are  agreed  that  we  should 
endeavour  to  get  out  of  Paris  as  soon  as 
possible.  Now,  we  shall  need  money,  and  I 
must  first  ascertain  whether  the  little  hoard 
which  I  concealed  is  still  intact.  Perhaps 
you  will  assist  me." 

Andrew  signified  his  acquiescence,  and 
the  two  men  went  to  the  aj)artment  which 
Mr  Wayte  had  occupied  before  his  arrest. 
It  was,    like   the   rest   of  the   house,    in   a 
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frightful  state  of  dirt  and  disorder,  reeking 
of  bad  tobacco,  and  bearing  traces  every- 
where of  the  drunken  orgies  in  which  the 
garnisaires  had  indulged.  Mr  Wayte 
opened  the  window  to  admit  fresh  air, 
and  then  went  to  the  fireplace.  Having 
removed  the  old-fashioned  grate  and  and- 
irons, he  next  with  Andrew's  help  succeeded 
in  prising  up  the  hearthstone.  He  uttered 
an  exclamation  of  satisfaction,  and  lifted 
out  of  the  sunken  space  between  a  couple 
of  wooden  joists  a  leather  bag  covered  with 
a  thick  layer  of  dust  and  soot.  Andrew 
and  he  then  replaced  the  stone. 

"There  ought  to  be  fifty  louis  in  this 
bag,"  said  Mr  Wayte,  turning  out  its  con- 
tents upon  the  table  and  proceeding  to 
verify  the  amount,  which  proved  to  be 
correct. 

"  But  I  thought  it  was  criminal  to  offer 
gold,"  objected  Andrew. 

"  Nominally,  yes ;  but  even  during  the 
Terror  the  agioteurs  made  money  secretly 
by  exchanging  assignats  for  gold.  What 
chance  has  a  forced  paper  currency  against 
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gold?  I  have  observed  that  you  have  a 
keen  eye  for  an  allegory.  You  can  moralise 
the  fact  at  your  leisure.  Meanwhile,  ex- 
cuse me  if  I  ask  you  whether  you  are  pro- 
vided with  money  ? " 

"  I  have  a  bundle  of  assignats  which  the 
administrator  restored  to  me  when  I  was 
liberated.  I  had  them  in  my  pocket  when 
we  were  arrested  here." 

^'That  is  fortunate,"  said  Mr  Wayte ; 
''  you  will  be  Mercury  and  I  Pluto,  only 
to  be  invoked  when  the  complication  is 
worthy  of  the  champion.  Take  care  of 
your  talaria,  however,  for  thievery  is  the 
order  of  the  day." 

They  then  rejoined  the  Countess. 

"  Now,  madame,"  said  Mr  Wayte,  cheer- 
fully, "we  are  provided  with  both  assignats 
and  gold,  and  we  must  concert  our  plans 
for  escaping  from  Paris.  May  I  ask  what 
your  intentions  are  ?  " 

"  Do  not  concern  yourself  about  me,  mon- 
sieur," said  the  Countess,  gently.  "  Secure 
your  own  safety.  You  have  suffered  enough 
on  my  account." 
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*'  I  would  fain  hope,  madame,"  said  Mr 
Wayte,  with  a  troubled  look,  "  that  you 
do  not  wish  to  renounce  my  friendship 
altogether." 

"Nay,  God  forbid!  That  would  be  in- 
gratitude indeed !  Perchance  in  happier 
times  we  may  meet  again  and  recount 
these  sad  adventures." 

"  I  trust  so ;  but  in  the  meantime  let  us 
try  to  anticipate  these  happier  times.  You 
are  still  in  a  position  of  danger,  and  both 
Mr  Prosser  and  I  will  be  glad  to  assist 
you  in  escaping  from  it.  Where  would 
you  like  to  go  ? " 

"I  have  an  uncle  who  lives,  if  he  still 
lives,  in  a  village  near  Boulogne,  and  I 
think  he  would  be  willing  to  receive  me." 

"That  would  suit  us  excellently,"  said 
Mr  Wayte,  with  an  animated  look.  "No 
doubt,  if  we  reached  Boulogne,  we  could  get 
smuggled  across  to  England  in  some  way 
or  other.  But  how  to  get  out  of  Paris? 
We  have  no  passports,  and  though  the 
vigilance  of  the  Eevolutionary  Government 
is  greatly  relaxed  since  Kobespierre's  death, 
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nevertheless  the  barriers  are  still  guarded, 
you  may  be  sure,  and  without  a  passport 
or  a  carte  de  civisme  we  should  almost  cer- 
tainly be  arrested  again." 

"  I  have  been  thinking,"  said  Andrew, 
"that  perhaps  we  could  get  out  of  Paris 
by  sailing  down  the  Seine.  My  companion 
and  I  are  good  boatmen,  and  there  are  no 
barriers  on  the  river." 

"  The  idea  is  a  good  one  ;  but  then  guards 
are  posted  on  the  bridges,  and  they  would 
not  hesitate  to  fire  on  us." 

''  We  could  go  by  night,  when  the  guards 
will  be  half-asleep  or  half-drunk,"  suggested 
Andrew. 

"That  exposes  us  to  the  risk  of  being 
drowned,"  said  Mr  Wayte.  "The  naviga- 
tion of  the  Seine  is  not  free  from  difficulty, 
and  we  might  be  dashed  against  the  pier  of 
a  bridge." 

"  The  risk  is  not  a  great  one.  Simpson 
and  I  could  ply  the  oars,  and  you  could 
station  yourself  at  the  bows  and  look  out 
for  danger  ahead." 

"  It  is  a  choice  of  dangers,  after  all,"  said 
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Mr  Wayte,  after  a  few  moments'  reflection. 
"  And  I  think  your  plan  is  the  most  feasible. 
Our  first  business,  then,  is  to  get  a  boat. 
Suppose  we  go  out  and  reconnoitre  ? " 

The  two  men  accordingly  left  the  house, 
and  made  their  way  towards  the  Pont 
Neuf  Then  they  diverged  to  the  right 
along  the  Quai  du  Louvre,  which  was  then 
encumbered  and  disfigured  by  the  excresc- 
ences of  the  "  Tartar  Camp,"  which  we  have 
already  described.  Rickety  wooden  sheds 
enfiladed  the  whole  length  of  the  Quai,  in 

front  of  which  were  exposed  for  sale  rows 

• 

of  herrings,  garlands  of  smoked  sausages, 
and  other  uninviting  eatables.  Dubious 
soups  and  stews  were  bubbling  in  pots  sus- 
pended over  gipsy  fires,  beside  which  swarms 
of  ragged  sansculottes  were  enjoying  an  al 
fresco  meal.  Here  and  there  handkerchiefs, 
stolen  from  the  visitors  to  the  Palais  Koyal, 
fluttered  in  the  breeze ;  dilapidated  habili- 
ments, greasy  caps,  shoes  clouted  or  gaping 
at  the  seams,  tattered  linen  under-garments, 
invited  purchasers,  and  gave  the  place  the 
character  of  a  rag  fair.     The  Quai  stretches 
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for  three-quarters  of  a  mile  from  the  Pont 
Neuf  to  the  Pont  Royal  (now  called  the 
Pont  National) ;  and  numbers  of  small 
wherries,  fastened  by  ropes  to  iron  rings 
on  the  breastwork  of  the  Quai,  were  in 
readiness  to  convey  passengers  across  to  the 
left  bank. 

Mr  Wayte  and  Andrew,  as  they  moved 
along,  unobtrusively  scanned  the  counte- 
nances of  the  ferrymen.  About  midway 
between  the  two  bridges  a  young  waterman 
who  had  been  chatting  gaily  with  a  pretty 
young  girl  simply  but  tidily  dressed,  parted 
from  her  just  as  Mr  Wayte  and  Andrew 
drew  near,  after  having  bestowed  a  hearty 
kiss  upon  each  blushing  cheek.  She  shook 
her  head  in  mock  displeasure,  and  with  a  mu- 
sical laugh  tripped  lightly  away.  Mr  Wayte 
made  a  sign  to  the  young  man,  who  instant- 
ly drew  his  boat  close  up  to  the  Quai.  Mr 
Wayte,  followed  by  Andrew,  stepped  into  it. 

"  Where  am  I  to  take  you,  citizens  ? " 
asked  the  young  waterman  in  a  civil  tone. 

"  To  the  Quai  des  Augustins  opposite," 
Mr  Wayte  replied. 
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CHAPTER   XXXVII. 

FISHING   IN    TROUBLED    WATERS. 

"I  SEE  you  have  a  fishing-rod,  citizen,"  re- 
marked Mr  Wayte.  "As  I  am  fond  of 
fishing,  would  you  moor  your  boat  for  a 
short  while  and  let  me  try  my  chance  ?  "* 

"  Certainly,  citizen,"  replied  the  water- 
man. "  Only  that  is  not  included  in  the 
fare." 

"  Of  course  not.  Let  every  herring  hang 
by  its  own  head,"  said  Mr  Wayte,  with  a 
good-humoured  smile. 

The  boatman  accordingly  dropped  his 
grapnel  to  the  bottom  of  the  river.  He 
then  handed  to  Mr  Wayte  his  rod,  which 
was  projecting  from  the  bow  of  the  boat, 
and   stepping   to  the   stern,    lifted    the    lid 
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of  a  small  receptacle,  from  which  he  ex- 
tracted the  necessary  tackle  and  a  tin  dish 
containing  bait. 

"  You  won't  get  anything  much  better 
than  gudgeons  and  barbels,"  said  the  young 
man,  when  Mr  Wayte  had  begun  to  ply 
his  rod. 

"It  is  fishing,  not  fish,  that  I  am  fond 
of,"  said  Mr  Wayte.  "  By  the  way,  what 
is  your  name  ?  " 

"  Jules  Labarre,  at  your  service,"  was  the 
reply,  accompanied  by  a  suspicious  look. 

"You  don't  suppose  I  mean  anything 
sinister  by  asking  your  name,  citizen  ? " 

"  Sinister  ?  perhaps  not ;  but  you  may  be 
fishing  in  troubled  waters  for  all  that. 
Only,  you  will  not  find  me  a  gudgeon,  citi- 
zen ; "  and  Jules  laughed  significantly. 

"I  am  sure  of  that.  But  after  all,  life 
is  a  kind  of  fishing.  We  fish  for  fame, 
money,  love ;  and  how  often  we  are  dis- 
appointed ! " 

"  Yes,  and  sometimes  we  find  ourselves 
the  fish  instead  of  the  hook." 

"Very  true.     For  example,  a  pretty  girl 
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attracts  us ;  but  who  can  say  whether  she 
is  the  fish  or  the  hook  ? " 

"  Sometimes  one  and  sometimes  the  other  ; 
but  I  think  that  man  is  generally  the  fish," 
rejoined  Jules. 

"  Suppose  the  pretty  girl  is  the  fish  ;  well, 
you  must  bait  your  hook." 

^^Parhleu!  a  gaily  coloured  feather  will 
do  that." 

''Yes,  the  sex  likes  bright  colours.  But 
excuse  my  rudeness,  citizen ;  the  young  girl 
from  whom  you  parted  a  short  while  ago 
wore  brighter  colours  in  her  cheek  than  in 
her  dress.  I  envy  you.  My  excuses 
again." 

"No  offence,  citizen;  Marie  is  a  good 
girl,"  said  the  boatman,  with  a  bright  look 
in  his  large  brown  eyes. 

"  She  will  make  a  good  wife,"  said  Mr 
Wayte. 

"  Ah !  a  good  deal  of  water  will  have 
to  flow  under  the  Pont  Neuf  before  that 
happens,"  said  Jules,  with  a  sigh. 

"  Who  knows  ?  A  few  gold-pieces  nowa- 
days go  a  long  way." 
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"Yes,  they  go  as  far  as  the  Place  de  la 
Revolution." 

"  Bah  !  Madame  Guillotine  has  dissolved 
partnership  with  Robespierre  and  Company, 
and  has  retired  from  business." 

"  It  was  high  time,  citizen." 

"  I  think  I  have  got  a  nibble,"  said  Mr 
Wayte.  "  But  the  fish  seem  to  be  very 
shy.  I  suppose  they  have  become  as  sus- 
picious as  the  rest  of  us.  Do  you  ever  ply 
at  night,  citizen  ?  " 

"  That  depends,"  replied  the  young  man, 
drily. 

"  Of  course.  For  example,  by  night  it 
is  difficult  to  read  the  value  of  an  assignat, 
whereas  a  louis  —  let  us  say  a  ci-devant 
louis — is  very  easily  recognised." 

"As  you  say,  citizen;  but  a  louis  natu- 
rally makes  me  think  of  the  guillotine. 
Brr!" 

"  Many  people  lose  their  heads  for  gold," 
continued  Mr  Wayte,  with  a  smile,  "but 
very  few  in  the  way  you  mean.  As  many 
gold-pieces  are  circulating  in  this  city  as 
there  are  fish  swimming  in  the  Seine,  only 
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they    are    hidden,    and   you    have    to    angle 
cautiously  for  them." 

The  young  man  laughed  appreciatively. 

"  You  are  a  farceur,  citizen ;  you  love  a 
joke." 

"  I  do,  and  a  man  who  loves  a  joke  is 
a  safe  man.  I  shall  be  frank  with  you, 
for  I  know  you  are  not  a  spy  or  a  traitor." 

^^  Parhleu !  But  how  do  you  know  that, 
after  all  ?  " 

"  The  charming  young  girl,  whom  you 
called  Marie,  would  never  look  at  such  a 
person." 

"  You  have  a  gilded  tongue,  citizeli. 
However,  let  me  hear  what  you  have  to 
say." 

"Well,  I  am  in  a  little  difficulty.  My 
wife  is  delicate,  and  I  wish  to  get  her  out 
of  Paris.  Moreover,  her  uncle  is  ill,  and 
she  is  anxious  to  visit  him.  Now,  as  you 
know,  vehicles  are  hardly  to  be  had  at 
present.  If  you  took  us  and  our  officieux 
— that  makes  five  in  all, — if  you  took  us 
for  a  few  miles  down  the  river " 

"  Peste !    that    is    a   rude    task,    citizen," 
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said  Jules,  with  a  dubious  shake  of  the 
head. 

"  You  are  vigorous,  citizen ;  you  have 
sinews  of  steel " 

''Pour  cela,  oui.  But — h'm — in  short,  it 
is  dangerous." 

"  At  night  ? " 

"  The  Parisians  are  like  owls  at  present." 

"  When  one  has  an  amiable  and  beautiful 
sweetheart,  one  is  willing  to  run  a  little 
risk.  Three  louis  —  ci  -  devant  louis,  as  I 
have  already  remarked  —  are  not  to  be  de- 
spised." 

"  Certainly  not,  but " 

"  Let  us  say  four.  That  will  make  the 
matter  square." 

"  Four  louis  ?  It  is  tempting,"  muttered 
the  young  man.     "  But " 

'' Saperlotte !  your  'buts'  are  becoming 
expensive,"  said  Mr  Wayte,  with  a  laugh. 
"  Four  louis  and  a  pourhoire  to  buy  a 
charming  young  person  a  ribbon." 

"  Well,  I  agree,"  said  Jules,  after  a  few 
moments'  hesitation. 

"Very    good.       That    being    so,    citizen, 
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you  may  land  us ;  the  fish  don't  bite 
to-day." 

"  Don't  they  ? "  said  Jules,  with  a  whim- 
sical laugh.  "  But,  citizen,  who  is  the 
gudgeon,  you  or  I  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not  you,  to  judge  by  the  size 
of  the  bait,"  rejoined  Mr  Wayte,  laughing. 

"  And  you  need  not  suppose,  because  I 
swallowed  your  story  about  a  delicate 
wife  and  an  uncle  and  three  officieux,  that 
I  believe  a  traitor  word  of  it,"  said  Jules. 

"  My  good  friend,  my  story  is  like  an 
assignat,  made  to  pass  current,  without 
having  much  intrinsic  value.  What  of 
that  ?  I  offer  you  sauce  to  help  you  to 
swallow  it." 

The  cool  composure  with  which  Mr  Wayte 
made  these  remarks  seemed  to  impress 
Jules,  who  made  no  further  comment. 

Mr  Wayte  then  arranged  with  him  the 
plan  of  procedure  in  minute  detail ;  and 
these  preliminaries  being  adjusted,  the 
boat  was  rowed  back  to  the  Quai.  Mr 
Wayte  and  Andrew,  on  landing,  returned  in 
all  haste  to  the  Rue  de  la  Loi. 
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At  midnight,  their  simple  preparations 
for  the  journey  being  completed,  the 
Countess  and  her  associates  left  their 
lodgings.  Mr  Wayte  led  the  way,  with 
the  Countess  leaning  on  his  arm ;  at  some 
distance  behind,  Andrew  followed  with  Cath- 
erine ;  while  Simpson  brought  up  the  rear, 
smoking  a  wooden  pipe  —  a  mode  of  con- 
suming tobacco  recently  introduced  —  and 
with  his  hands  carelessly  stuck  in  his 
pockets.  They  reached  the  Quai  without 
molestation,  for  the  denizens  of  the  Tartar 
Camp  were  too  much  accustomed  to  the 
sight  of  amorous  couples  forsaking  the  din 
and  bustle  of  the  Palais  Royal  to  pay  strict 
attention  to  the  movements  of  the  party. 

Half-way  down  the  Quai,  Jules  Labarre 
accosted  them  with  a  cautious  "  Salut  et 
Fraternite,'" 

The  greeting  was  returned  in  an  equally 
low  voice,  and  Jules  led  the  way  to  a  roomy 
wherry  moored  at  the  foot  of  a  flight  of 
steps  descending  to  the  river. 

In  a  few  moments  the  little  company 
were   installed    in    their    places,    the    boat's 
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painter  was  cast  off,  and  the  wherry  glided 
out  into  the  stream,  cautiously  propelled 
by  a  couple  of  muffled  oars.  When  they 
were  in  mid  -  channel,  Mr  Wayte  directed 
his  companions  to  sit  down  in  the  bottom 
of  the  boat  and  cover  themselves  up  with 
tarpaulins  which  Jules  had  provided  for 
the  purpose.  They  were  warned  not  to 
utter  a  single  word,  and  to  remain  absolutely 
motionless.  Jules  then  pulled  over  to  the 
left  bank  and  allowed  his  boat  to  drift 
down  with  the  current  for  some  distance. 
Then  he  recrossed  diagonally  towards  the 
right  bank,  and  so  continued  this  manoeuvre, 
zigzagging  his  course  down  stream  till  the 
lofty  fabric  of  the  Pont  Royal  loomed  in 
view.  This  was  the  critical  juncture  of 
the  enterprise.  Fortunately  the  night  was 
dark,  the  moon  riding  high  among  sombre 
masses  of  cloud,  and  casting  at  intervals 
impenetrable  shadows,  followed  by  random 
and  baffling  gleams  of  spectral  light.  It 
was  a  true  conspirators'  night.  Half-a- 
dozen  lanterns  fflckering  along  the  dusky 
summit   of  the  bridge   gently  oscillated   in 
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the    breeze.       A    rough    voice    was    heard 
humming  the  "  Marseillaise,"  and  the  reflec- 
tion  of  a   lantern   glimmered   fitfully   upon 
a  pike  or  sabre.     The  boat,  noiselessly  pro- 
pelled  on    its   last    tack,    drifted    into    the 
tunnel -like    gloom   of  the    shoreward   arch 
just  as   a  burst  of  moonlight  illumined  the 
scene.     Jules  instantly  unshipped  his  boat- 
hook   and   held   the   boat  motionless  under 
the  arch  till  the  recurring  darkness  spread 
its  pall  anew  over  the  river.     Then,  emerg- 
ing from  the  arch   and  still  keeping  under 
.  the   shadow    of    the    bank,    he    steered    his 
craft  till  the  outlines  of  the  bridge  melted 
into  the  surrounding  gloom. 

Andrew  and  Simpson  were  now  provided 
with  oars,  and,  there  being  no  other  bridge 
to  encounter,  the  boat  was  swiftly  urged 
down  the  mid-channel  of  the  river  till  the 
lie  des  Cygnes  was  reached. 

"  This  is  as  far  as  I  engaged  to  take  you, 
citizen,"  said  Jules  to  Mr  Wayte. 

"  Avast  rowing ! "  said  Mr  Wayte,  with 
such  nautical  abruptness  that  both  Andrew 
and    Simpson    started,    and   looked   towards 
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him  in  amazement.  But  he  was  no  doubt 
unconscious  of  the  mystified  impression 
conveyed  by  the  words,  and  still  more  by 
the  tone  in  which  they  were  uttered. 

"  Well,  citizen,  you  have  loyally  performed 
your  share  of  the  bargain,"  he  said  to  Jules, 
"  and  here  is  the  fare  I  agreed  to  pay." 

Jules  counted  the  gold  coins,  and  put 
them  in  his  pocket  with  a  well  -  satisfied 
smack  of  the  lips. 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do  now  ? "  he 
asked,  with  benevolent  curiosity. 

"  We  shall  make  our  way  to  some  farm*- 
house,  and  try  to  obtain  some  kind  of 
conveyance  for  the  accommodation  of  my 
wife  and  her  officieuse.'' 

''At  this  time  of  night  ? " 

"  Voild  le  CTOc-en-jambe"  said  Mr  Wayte. 
"  That  is  indeed  a  difficulty.  What  would 
you  advise,  my  friend  ?  " 

Jules  scratched  his  head. 

"  I  have  a  cousin,  a  farmer,  who  lives 
twenty  miles  farther  down  the  river." 

"  The  appetite  comes  by  eating,  citizen," 
said    Mr   Wayte,    with    a   laugh.       "These 

VOL.  III.  H 
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four  louis  wish  for  company,  I  perceive. 
They  would  fain  be  mated,  Hke  yourself 
My  excuses,  citizen." 

"  No  offence,  citizen,"  rejoined  Jules,  good- 
humouredly.  ''  I  said  before  that  you  are 
a  farceur^ 

"  Well,  then,  take  us  to  your  cousin's,  and 
I  shall  give  you  four  more  louis  —  unless 
you  would  prefer  assignats." 

Jules  made  a  mocking  grimace  and  jingled 
the  gold  in  his  pocket. 

"  No,  no,  citizen  ;  the  sonnettes  for  me  ! " 

"  With  an  assignat  as  a  pourhoire  to  wrap 
them  in,"  suggested  Mr  Wayte. 

"You  speak  gold,  citizen,"  replied  Jules, 
laughing.  "  Tope !  I  can  answer  for  my 
cousin,"  he  added,  significantly.  "  He  won't 
ask  troublesome  questions ;  and  he  will 
possibly  be  able  to  provide  you  with  a 
conveyance,  unless  your  cage  of  yellow 
warblers  is  empty.  Gustave's  motto  is 
always  point  df argent,  point  de  Suisse.'' 

"  I  have  still  some  louis  in  reserve ; 
but  perhaps  they  may  offend  your  cousin's 
democratic  purity." 
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"Fa,  farceur!''  replied  Jules,  with  a 
hearty  laugh.  "And  now  you  may  tell 
those  officieux  of  yours,  who  are  as  silent 
as  fishes,  to  row  their  hardest.  They  are 
as  pretty  a  pair  of  croquemitaines  as  ever 
I  saw,  but  they  can  row  well.  AUons, 
tetes  de  hois!'' 

At  this  Andrew  gave  a  low  laugh. 

"  Sapristi !  he  can  laugh,"  exclaimed 
Jules,  with  as  much  delight  as  if  he 
had  seen  some  surprising  mechanical  effect. 
"  Perhaps  he  will  get  the  length  of  speak- 
ing some  day." 

When  the  first  streaks  of  dawn  appeared 
in  the  eastern  sky,  the  travellers  reached 
the  farm  for  which  they  were  bound. 
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CHAPTEE   XXXYIIl. 

ANDREW   RENEWS   HIS   ACQUAINTANCE 
WITH   JASPER   TEAGUE. 

Eight  days  after  their  departure  from  Paris, 
Mr  Wayte,  Andrew,  and  Simpson  entered 
the  town  of  Boulogne.  They  had  on  the 
previous  day  consigned  the  Countess  to  the 
care  of  her  uncle,  who  had  received  her 
with  affectionate  sympathy,  and  had  treated 
her  companions  with  the  most  cordial  and  hos- 
pitable kindness.  When  they  took  leave  of 
the  Countess,  she  was  moved  to  tears,  and 
Mr  Wayte  could  not  conceal  his  agitation. 

"  I  cannot  regard  this  as  a  final  parting," 
he  said,  earnestly.  "  Whenever  peace  is 
declared,  I  shall  make  bold  to  renew  our 
acquaintance." 
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"  You  will  always  be  welcome,"  she  re- 
plied, with  a  faint  blush. 

She  then  held  out  her  hand  to  Andrew, 
who  lifted  it  reverentially  to  his  lips. 

"  May  God  have  you  in  His  holy  keep- 
ing ! "  she  said,  fervently.  "  You  have 
rendered  me  services  which  I  can  never 
repay,  except  with  my  humble  prayers. 
Farewell,  kind,  generous,  pure  -  hearted 
gentleman ! " 

"  Farewell,  madame,"  stammered  Andrew, 
gazing  at  her  through  a  mist  of  tears. 
"  You  are  one  of  the  ladies,  permit  me  to 
say  it,  for  whom  any  true  man  would  be 
proud  to  die.  Accept  my  humble  wishes 
for  your  safety  and  happiness." 

And  so,  with  full  hearts,  Mr  Wayte  and 
Andrew  went  their  way. 

The  journey  to  Boulogne  had  been  com- 
paratively uneventful  and  free  from  danger. 
With  the  collapse  of  the  Terror,  the  power 
of  the  petty  despots  who  had  established 
themselves  in  every  town  and  village  had 
been  instantaneously  destroyed  :  these  mis- 
creants had  now  every  reason  to  apprehend 
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reprisals ;  and  the  honest  citizens  began  to 
assert  themselves  and  vindicate  their  rights. 
The  travellers,  consequently,  if  they  were 
received  with  sour  looks  and  scant  courtesy, 
were  not  actively  molested,  the  more  so 
that  none  of  the  three  men  appeared  likely 
to  submit  tamely  to  insult  or  injury.  They 
were  each  equipped  with  the  stout  gourdin 
or  cudgel  which  was  at  once  a  weapon 
and  a  badge  of  patriotic  principles. 

On  entering  the  town  of  Boulogne  they 
made  their  way  to  the  harbour,  eager  to 
look  again  upon  the  sea  which  laves  the 
British  shores.  They  inhaled  its  briny 
odour  with  delight,  gazing  wistfully  at  the 
distant  sails  which  flecked  the  horizon. 
Then  they  climbed  to  the  top  of  the  cliffs 
on  the  northern  side  of  the  harbour,  to 
extend  their  eager  view.  Here  stood  an 
ancient  tower,  called  the  Tour  d'Ordre, 
now  in  a  ruinous  condition,  but  at  this 
time  in  tolerably  complete  preservation. 
Resting  at  its  base,  they  gazed  out  upon 
the  leagues  of  tossing  billows  to  the  west. 

Below  them  lay  the  harbour,  which  con- 
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sisted  of  a  series  of  basins  connected  by 
means  of  drawbridges,  the  outermost  one 
being  formed  by  two  stone  piers  approach- 
ing each  other  in  a  semicircular  sweep,  and 
terminating  in  heavily  buttressed  masses  of 
masonry  surmounted  by  battlements.  It 
was  low  water,  and  the  river  Liane  was 
serpentining  through  the  vast  expanse  of 
mud  in  the  harbour  towards  the  sea.  On 
this  oozy  bed  a  large  number  of  vessels 
were  reposing.  At  the  base  of  the  cliffs 
huge  rocks  jutted  upwards,  left  bare  by 
the  receding  tide,  and  suggesting  the 
idea  of  sea -monsters  that  had  come  up 
to  breathe.  To  the  east  rose  the  hill 
on  the  steep  acclivities  of  which  was 
planted  the  older  portion  of  the  town. 
On  its  summit  stood  the  cathedral  and 
the  chateau,  enclosed  within  mouldering 
medieval  ramparts. 

After  gazing  for  a  while  upon  the  scene, 
they  descended  to  the  harbour  and  stopped 
at  the  first  cabaret  they  came  to.  At  the 
same  moment  they  heard  a  rich  rollicking 
voice    somewhere     in    the    interior   of    the 
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tavern   trolling   forth   with    much   fire    and 
abandon  the  following  stave  : — 

"  Eeau-ing,  belle-ing,  dancing,  drinking, 
Breaking  windows,  cursing,  sinking, 
Ever  raking,  never  thinking, 

Live  the  Eakes  of  Mallow ; 
Spending  faster  than  it  comes. 
Beating  waiters,  bailiffs,  duns, 
Bacchus'  true-begotten  sons, 

Live  the  Rakes  of  Mallow." 

"  I  should  know  that  voice,"  said  Andrew, 
eagerly  ;  and  when  the  landlord  advanced  to 
meet  them,  he  asked  if  Jasper  Teague  was 
in  the  house. 

The  landlord  smiled,  and  gave  an  affir- 
mative reply. 

Mr  Wayte,  who  was  unusually  grave  and 
even  dejected,  now  inquired  whether  he  could 
be  accommodated  for  the  night ;  and  on  be- 
ing informed  that  he  could,  he  requested  to 
be  conducted  to  his  room,  apologising  at  the 
same  time  to  Andrew  for  his  abrupt  with- 
drawal on  the  ground  of  indisposition. 
Andrew  could  not  help  surmising  that  his 
parting  from  the  Countess  had  something  to 
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do  with  the  sadness  and  oppression  which 
he  had  shown  all  that  day. 

Andrew  and  Simpson  were  now  conducted 
up-stairs,  and  ushered  into  a  small  room  in 
which  were  seated  two  men,  rendered  almost 
invisible  by  the  clouds  of  tobacco-smoke  in 
which  they  were  enveloped.  One  of  them 
was  Jasper  Teague,  who  was  seated  beside  a 
table,  with  his  lame  leg  stretched  out  in 
front  of  him  upon  a  chair,  while  he  was  beat- 
ing the  time  of  his  song  upon  the  floor  with 
one  of  his  crutches. 

On  catching  sight  of  Andrew,  he  stopped 
abruptly  in  his  vocal  performance  and  gave 
utterance  to  an  ecstatic  yell. 

"  Tare  and  ages  !  It's  Andrew  Prosser  ! 
Whurroo  !  Give  us  your  hand,  me  jewel ; 
it's  meself  would  like  to  dance  a  jig  for  joy, 
but  for  this  murtherin'  leg  of  mine." 

Andrew  went  forward  and  shook  him 
heartily  by  the  hand.  At  the  same  time, 
the  other  occupant  of  the  room  rose  and 
said — 

"  Ye  hae  got  a  short  memory  for  auld 
freends,  Andy." 
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Andrew  started  and  rapturously  ex- 
claimed, "  Michael  Burnside,  by  a'  that's 
wunnerfu'  !  It  never  rains  but  it  pours. 
Bless  your  kind  heart,  Michael,  I  am  over- 
joyed to  see  your  honest  face  again."  And 
he  shook  the  good-hearted  skipper  s  hand 
again  and  again. 

Simpson,  who  had  not  as  yet  uttered  a 
word,  now  slowly  advanced  to  Burnside,  and 
thrusting  his  fist  under  that  worthy's  nose, 
said  with  a  vicious  snarl,  "  Ye  devil's  limb, 
I  hae  ye  noo  !  " 

''  Oh,  it's  you,  Simpson !  "  said  Michael, 
coolly. 

"  Ay,  it's  me,  and  nae  thanks  to  you,  ye 
hempie  !  I  suppose  ye  thocht  I  had  gaen  to 
Davy's  Locker  by  this  time  ? " 

"  Aweel,  Simpson,  them  that's  born  to  be 
hanged  winna  droon,  the  proverb  says.  But 
dinna  shake  your  nieve  in  my  face  ;  I  micht 
accidentally  hurt  ye.  Hoots,  man  !  ye  played 
Andrew  here  a  pliskie,  and  ye  got  your  fair- 
ing for't.  We're  quits,  and  I  bear  ye  nae 
malice.  Sit  doon  and  hae  a  dram,  and  dinna 
fidge  aboot  as  gin  ye  had  St  Vitus'  dance." 
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"  I  want  y.ou,  Michael  Burnside,  to  gang 
doon  wi'  me  to  some  handy  back-yard  and 
redd  up  matters  wi'  me.  Ye  scoundrel,  how 
can  ye  look  me  in  the  face  ?  Ye  filled  me 
fou',  and  robbed  me  o'  my  strength,  and 
when  I  was  asleep  ye  said,  '  The  Philistines 
be  upon  thee,  Simpson.' " 

"  Do  I  look  like  Delilah,  ye  blethering 
idiot  ? "  said  Michael,  with  a  roystering 
laugh.  "  Sit  doon,  man,  and  we'll  a'  be 
crouse  and  canty  thegether." 

At  this  point  Jasper  Teague,  who  had 
been  drumming  impatiently  with  his  crutch 
upon  the  table,  burst  forth — 

''  Sit  down  wid  ye,  ye  jabbering  spalpeens  ! 
As  for  you,  Simpson  or  Samson,  or  whativer  ye 
call  yourself — and  faix,  ye  wouldn't  be  amiss 
to  get  your  hair  cut,  like  your  namesake — sit 
down ;  we're  all  friends  here,  ye  omadhaun ! 
Andy,  ring  the  bell  for  mounseer.  Eh,  Andy, 
Andy,  where  have  ye  been,  ye  divil  ? " 

"  I  tried  to  get  out  of  Paris  to  return  to 
you,  Jasper ;  but  I  couldn't  manage.  I'm 
glad  to  see  that  you're  all  right  again,  I  was 
often  uneasy  about  you." 
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"  Onaisy  !  not  so  onaisy  as  I  was,  by  the 
Mass  !  But  the  ould  sinner  wasn't  so  bad, 
after  all.  We  got  frindly  after  you  left. 
And  his  daughter  was  a  kind-hearted  colleen, 
God  bless  her  !  She  bejewed  me  wid  tears 
when  I  bade  her  good-bye."  And  Jasper 
heaved  a  reminiscent  sigh. 

"  What  do  you  intend  to  do,  when  you 
are  able  to  move  about  ?  "  asked  Andrew.    • 

"  I'm  going  to  the  Centre  of  Civilisation, 
me  bhoy  ! " 

''  Where's  that  ? "  asked  Andrew. 

"  Paris,  av  course,  the  Home  of  Freedom, 
the  Cradle  of  Humanity,  the  Areopagus  of 
Nations." 

"  The  Black  Hole  of  Tyranny,  you  mean," 
said  Andrew.  "  Of  course  you  know  that 
Robespierre  has  been  executed  ?  " 

"Peace  to  his  manes!"  said  Jasper, 
pronouncing  the  word  as  if  he  had  been 
speaking  of  horses.  "He  was  too  logical 
and  thorough-going  to  suit  his  countrymen, 
who  are  apt  to  be  frivolous.  It's  their  only 
fault." 

The  landlord  now  appeared. 
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"What  div  ye  drink,  Andy?"  asked 
Jasper. 

"  I  would  rather  eat  first,  to  tell  you  the 
truth,"  replied  Andrew,  with  a  smile. 

"  Av  course  ye  can  do  that  as  ye  go 
along.  The  first  thing  is  to  get  a  navigable 
stream,  and  then  ye  can  float  as  much  pro- 
duce on  it  as  ye  like.  Some  claret,  moun- 
seer,  to  flush  the  channel,  and  a  gibelotte  or 
any  handy  little  kickshaw.  Ye  can  bring 
up  a  bottle  of  cognac  when  ye  come  back — 
it  will  save  trouble.  Ye  can  let  us  have  a 
couple  of  fowls  further  on,  and  a  jam-bone, 
but  as  little  of  the  bone  as  possible.  AUons, 
vieux  coq ! " 

The  landlord  seemed  uncertain  whether  to 
laugh  or  be  indignant  at  Jasper's  outrageous 
French,  but  finally  shrugged  his  shoulders 
as  a  pacific  compromise,  and  withdrew. 

"  I  am  inclined  to  think,"  said  Mr  Teague, 
meditatively,  ''  that  this  broken  leg  av  mine 
has  been  a  blessing  in  disguise." 

"  I'm  convinced  of  that,"  said  Andrew.  "  I 
fancy  your  neck  would  have  been  in  danger 
if  you  had  gone  to  the  Centre  of  Civilisation." 
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"  Ye  see,  Andy,  Robespierre  and  his  crew 
didn't  like  the  mihtary, — they  were  maybe 
a  bit  jealous  of  the  fame  gained  by  the 
Ginerals ;  and  I'm  thinking  he  wouldn't 
have  cared  to  send  an  expeditionary  force 
to  deliver  me  counthree  from  the  galling 
chains  av  slavery.  But  there's  a  better 
chance  noW." 

"You  are  chasing  a  Will-o'-the-wisp, 
Jasper,"  said  Andrew.  "  What  do  you 
want  ? " 

"  Want  ?  Begorra,  I  want  me  counthree 
to  be  free  and  independent — a  Bepublic,  in 
short." 

"  That's  a  dream,  Jasper.  England  will 
never  consent  to  that.  It's  the  case  of  the 
iron  and  the  earthen  pot  swimming  down  the 
same  stream.  If  you  put  the  earthen  pot  in 
the  iron  pot,  all's  well ;  but  if  they  float 
separately,  it's  easy  to  see  which  will  be 
broken." 

"  Ay,  but  if  you  put  gunpowther  in  the 
earthen  pot  it  will  blow^  the  iron  pot  to 
smithereens." 

"  And  itself  at  the  same  time." 
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"  Better  death  than  dishonour  ! "  cried  Mr 
Teague,  thumping  his  breast. 

"  There's  no  dishonour  in  being  part  of  the 
British  Empire,"  said  Andrew. 

"  Damn  the  British  Empire  ! "  cried  Mr 
Teague,  brandishing  his  crutch.  "It  is 
founded  on  violence,  robbery,  fraud,  and 
oppression.  No,  me  counthree  rejects  the 
supremacy  of  an  ahen  race  which  has  been 
the  blood-sucking  leech  of  humanity." 

"  You  Irishmen  always  get  drunk  on 
rhetoric,"  said  Andrew,  with  some  contempt 
in  his  tone. 

"  Avast  argufying  !  "  Burnside  broke  -in, 
somewhat  impatiently.  "  Ye  may  pay  out 
as  muckle  cable  as  ye  like,  ye'll  never  get 
to  the  bottom  o'  that  subject.  In  my 
opinion  Ireland  is  married  to  Great  Britain 
for  better  or  worse,  and  it's  wiser  for  her  to 
keep  a  calm  sough  than  to  scart  John  Bull's 
face  or  rug  his  hair,  much  less  rin'  awa'  wi' 
anither  man,  sic  as  a  deluderin'  Frenchman. 
Johnny  Crapaw  is  unco  polite  to  the  lassies, 
but  he's  treacherous  and  inconstant.  That's 
my  opinion,  but  I'll  no  argufy  aboot  it.     If 
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ye  want  the  time  o'  day,  111  show  you  the 
face  o'  my  watch,  but  I'll  no  show  you  the 
machinery." 

"You're  the  first  Scotchman,  Michael,  I 
ever  met  that  wasn't  prepared  to  argue  the 
main-mast  out  of  a  three-decker,"  said  Mr 
Teague  ;  "  whereas  your  John  Bull,  if  he  can't 
upset  your  argument,  he  knocks  you  down. 
That's  the  way  he  has  treated  Ould  Ireland." 

"  It's  a  very  good  way,"  rejoined  Michael, 
composedly.  "  John  Bull  is  a  business 
man,  and  he  kens  brawly  that  work  and 
clishmaclavers  dinna  gang  thegither,  so  he 
just  knocks  the  gibbie-gash  doon  and  pushes 
on.  He's  a  wise  man,  and  puir  Sandy 
micht  tak'  a  lesson  frae  him.  It  was 
claverin'  and  argufy  in'  that  lost  us  the 
battles  o'  Solway  Moss,  Dunbar,  and  Both- 
well  Brig.  I  dinna  believe  in  talking.  It's 
thin  soup  that  wallops  maist.  Let  us  get  to 
business,  gin  ye  please." 

"  What  business  ?  "  demanded  Mr  Teague, 
with  an  astonished  look. 

"  Weel,  I'll  gang  bail  Andrew  is  no  here 
to    blether    aboot    centres    o'    civilisation," 
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said  Michael,  sarcastically.  "  I  want  to 
ken  what  he's  after,  and  to  lend  him  a 
helping  hand,  if  I  can." 

"You're  the  best  friend  I  ever  had, 
Michael,"  said  Andrew,  warmly. 

"  Nae  havers,  Andy ;  we're  brithers,  ye 
ken.     Can  I  help  ye?     Dinna  be  blate." 

''  I  want  to  get  back  to  my  ain  country," 
said  Andrew,  with  a  gulp. 

"  But  ye're  outlawed." 

"  I  dinna  care." 

"  You'll  be  arrested  at  ance." 

"I  ken  that.  But  I'll  get  justice  at  least 
over  yonder."  * 

"  Troth,  ye'll  get  that,  me  bhoy ! "  said 
Mr  Teague,  with  an  obstreperous  laugh. 
"  British  justice  !  that's  ginerally  a  long 
rope  wid  a  noose  at  the  end  of  it." 

"  And  besides,"  continued  Andrew,  "  if  I 
was  a  member  of  a  secret  society,  I  made 
some  amends.  I  didn't  behave  like  a 
traitor  on  board  the  Hecla.  That  should 
count  for  something." 

"  You  are  a  renegade,"  cried  Mr  Teague, 
hotly. 

VOL.  III.  I 
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''  Call  me  what  you  like,"  said  Andrew. 
"  I  was  a  reformer  once  ;  I  want  to  be  a 
subject  now." 

"  You  are  in  the  richt  o't,"  said  Burnside, 
heartily.  "  Britain  for  ever,  and  God  save 
the  King!" 

"  The  divil  blister  me  !  "  cried  Mr  Teague, 
furiously.  "If  it  was  not  for  me  lame  leg, 
I  would  fight  ye  both.  King  George !  1 
despise  him  for  a  drivelling  idiot,  a  slaver- 
ing imbecile,  him  and  his  stupid  Dutch 
frow." 

"  Easy  now,  Jasper,"  said  Burnside,  slowly 
rising.  "  I  canna  gie  ye  a  bag  o'  broken 
banes,  seein  as  how  ane  o'  your  legs  is 
broken  already,  and  it  would  be  a  dirty 
thing  to  do   it ;   but    if  ye   winna    belay   a' 

that  treasonable  balderdash,  why,  by , 

I'll  gag  ye  !  " 

"  Gently,  gently,"  said  Andrew,  hastily. 
"  Dinna  let  us  bullyrag  ane  anither.  Jasper 
Teague  is  hot-tempered,  but  he's  a  kind- 
hearted  chiel.  He  was  good  to  me,  and 
I'll  never  forget  it,  never." 

"  Give   me   your  hand,   Andy,"   cried   Mr 
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Teague,  impulsively.  "  You  were  always 
a  jewel  of  a  bhoy.  If  I  have  said  anything 
to  annoy  you,  I  withdraw  it.  When  King 
George's  name  is  mentioned,  the  blood  gets 
to  me  head.  Fill  your  glass,  Michael  —  I 
forgive  you." 

"  Thank  ye,"  said  Burnside,  drily. 

"  Well,  then,  Michael,"  continued  Andrew, 
"  I  want  to  return  to  Scotland.  Can  you 
help  me  ? " 

''  Easy.  I  set  sail  to-morrow  morning  wi' 
a  bit  cargo.  I'm  a  free-trader,  ye  ken,"  he 
added,  half  apologetically.  "I  dinna  believe 
in  trammelling  the  trade  in  spirits  and  so 
forth.  Put  a  higher  tax  on  land  —  that's 
my  motto.  So,  Andy,  I  can  land  you  some- 
where on  the  English  coast :  I'm  no'  gangin' 
direct  to  Scotland,  ye  see,  this  voyage." 

'•'  That  would  do  very  well,"  said  Andrew. 

Simpson,  who  had  been  sitting  all  this 
time  silent  and  sullen,  now  addressed 
Burnside. 

''  I  expect  that  ye'll  take  me  alang  wi' 
you.  Ye  kidnapped  me,  and  it's  only  fair 
that  ye  should  take  me  back." 


132     RED  CAP  AND  BLUE  JACKET. 

"  I  hae  nae  objection,"  rej)lied  Burnside, 
with  good  -  natured  contempt.  "  Let  the 
draff  gang  wi'  the  maut." 

"  I  have  also  a  friend,  a  Mr  Wayte,  who 

wishes  to  return  to  England "  continued 

Andrew. 

"  If  he's  your  freend,  he's  mine,"  said 
Burnside,  promptly. 

"  I  wish  I  was  to  go  wid  ye,"  said  Mr 
Teague,  heaving  a  prodigious  sigh.  "  The 
Frinch  are  very  frivolous.  It's  their  only 
fault.  But  me  life  is  dedicated  to  me 
counthree,  whether  as  a  deliverer  or  a 
martyr.  Och  !  I  would  pawn  my  ears, 
begorra,  to  dance  a  jig  again  at  Widow 
Malone's,  in  the  dear  little  village  of  Bally- 
machree.  But  Ould  Ireland  for  ever !  I 
shall  be  well  content  if  the  fibres  of  me 
heart  supply  one  string  for  Ireland's  broken 
harp."  And  he  brushed  his  hand  across 
his  eyes. 

The  landlord  now  entered  and  informed 
his  guests  that  supper  was  ready.  Mr 
Teague  instantly  recovered  his  native  gaiety. 

"  What    have    ye    got,    mounseer  ?       No 
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disguised  frogs  or  stewed  snails,  I  hope. 
Begorra,  there's  too  much  sauce  in  this 
noble  land  of  yours  !  More  nature  and  less 
art  should  be  your  motto.  I  have  me 
doubts  about  your  a  la  this  and  a  la  that. 
If  it's  beef,  let  it  be  beef,  and  let  us  thank 
God  for  the  dish  and  not  you.  Voyez-vous, 
mounseer  ? " 

The  landlord  fortunately  could  make  very 
little  of  this  tirade,  which  was  conveyed  in 
exceedingly  piebald  French.  He  contented 
himself,  therefore,  with  bowing  and  smirk- 
ing complacently. 

"  They  are  a  frivolous  nation,"  mutta:"ed 
Mr  Teague,  dejectedly. 

The  rest  of  the  evening  was  spent  in  a 
recital  of  their  mutual  adventures  and  in 
arranging  their  plans  for  the  morrow. 

At  daybreak  Andrew  roused  Mr  Wayte 
and  informed  him  of  the  happy  chance  that 
enabled  them  to  return  to  England.  Mr 
Wayte  received  the  cheering  news  with 
an  expression  of  satisfaction  that  struck 
Andrew  as  almost  stern  and  ominous.  His 
eyes  glittered  with  a  feverish  light,  and  he 
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muttered,    half    to    himself,    "The    day   of 
reckoning  has  come  at  last ! " 

After  partaking  of  a  hasty  meal  and 
bidding  the  warm  -  hearted  Irishman  fare- 
well, the  four  men  went  down  to  the 
harbour.  The  tide  was  beginning  to  ebb, 
and  a  south-east  wind  was  blowing  steadily. 
Michael's  lugger  was  lying  in  the  outermost 
dock,  and  everything  was  in  readiness  for 
casting  off.  In  a  short  time  they  warped 
out  of  the  harbour,  the  sails  were  set,  and 
the  gallant  little  vessel  was  soon  dancing 
merrily  over  the  waves  towards  the  friendly 
shores  of  England. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

MR   WAYTE   TELLS    HIS    STORY. 

During  the  voyage  Mr  Wayte  was  unusu- 
ally silent  and  abstracted ;  his  brows  ^ere 
sternly  knitted,  and  there  was  a  restless 
and  almost  baleful  gleam  in  his  eyes.  He 
seemed  unable  to  sit  still,  and  passed  the 
time  ^in  pacing  the  deck.  Andrew,  on  the 
other  hand,  seated  himself  in  the  bows,  his 
eyes  fixed  on  the  northern  horizon,  eager 
to  catch  the  first  glimpse  of  English  land. 
It  was  a  bright  exhilarating  day,  and  a 
fresh  top -gallant  breeze  sent  the  little  vessel 
scudding  nimbly  over  the  waves. 

Michael  Burnside  had  agreed  to  land  his 
passengers  at  some  convenient  spot  between 
Folkestone  and  Dover,  though  such  a  pro- 
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cedure  was  attended  with  considerable  dan- 
ger to  himself.  Accordingly,  during  the 
time  that  the  voyage  lasted,  he  had  scarcely 
ever  his  spy-glass  out  of  his  hands,  on  the 
look-out  for  revenue  cutters.  They  passed 
several  ships  of  war  and  frigates  sailing 
majestically-  down  Channel,  clothed  with 
canvas  alow  and  aloft,  and  with  the  flag 
of  England  fluttering  at  the  peak.  These 
noble  vessels,  however,  paid  no  attention  to 
luggers  engaged  in  the  contraband  traflic, 
regarding  them  as  ''small  deer"  which  it 
was  undignified  to  molest.  They  had  only 
eyes  for  the  insolent  tricolor  which  dared 
to  flaunt  its  stripes  in  British  waters, 
though  indeed,  after  Lord  Howe's  great 
victory  ofP  Ushant,  French  men-of-war 
deemed  it  prudent  to  give  the  British 
cruisers  a  wide  berth. 

By  mid-day  the  William  Pitt  was  running 
along  the  English  coast,  with  the  clifls  of 
Dover  a  few  miles  to  the  north,  gleaming 
white  in  the  rays  of  the  sun.  Burnside 
was  narrowly  scanning  the  shores,  keenly 
on  the  alert  for   suspicious  symptoms ;  but 
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fortune  seemed  propitious ;  and  on  coming 
alongside  a  stretch  of  shore,  apparently 
destitute  of  human  habitation,  and  screened 
by  a  background  of  waving  woods,  he  hove-to, 
and  lowered  a  boat.  After  a  cordial  and 
grateful  leave-taking  on  the  part  of  Andrew 
and  his  companions — for  even  Simpson  sulkily 
relaxed  his  virtuous  indignation — they  got 
into  the  boat  and  were  rowed  swiftly  ashore. 

As  if  by  a  common  impulse,  both  Mr 
Wayte  and  Andrew  sat  down  and  watched 
the  return  of  the  boat  to  the  lugger.  They 
even  followed  with  mechanical  interest  •the 
manoeuvres  of  the  little  vessel  as  she  was 
put  upon  her  course  again.  Then  they  ex- 
changed looks,  but  neither  of  them  showed 
the  least  emotion.  As  for  Simpson,  he  had 
retired  a  considerable  distance  to  the  rear, 
and  had  lit  his  pipe. 

"  You  daresay  expected,  Mr  Prosser,  as  I 
did,"  said  Mr  Wayte,  "  that  we  would  burst 
into  a  kind  of  lyric  rapture  when  we  reached 
England  again.  As  for  myself,  I  feel  quite 
apathetic." 

"  So  do  I.     I  feel  very  much  as  I  used  to 
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feel  in  my  younger  days,  when  the  curtain 
descended  upon  the  fifth  act,  and  the  atten- 
dants began  to  drop  the  brown  holland 
coverings  over  the  boxes." 

"  Well,  you  see,  we  have  exhausted  our 
store  of  feeling  in  anticipation.  Man  is 
perpetually  standing  on  the  verge  of  a  moral 
anticlimax.  How  fleeting  are  our  joys  and 
sorrows !  We  march  from  illusion  to  dis- 
illusion. Lessing  says  that  the  pursuit  of 
Truth  is  more  valuable  than  Truth  itself; 
and  so  perhaps  the  anticipation  of  pleasure 
is  more  inspiring  than  pleasure  itself  And 
of  all  pleasures,"  he  added,  with  a  stern 
smile,  "  perhaps  the  gratification  of  revenge 
retains  best  its  acrid  savour.  But  why 
should  we  analyse  our  feelings  ?  Let  us 
take  ourselves  for  what  we  are.  We  are 
wedded  to  this  psyche  of  ours  for  better  or 
worse.  Self-introspection  is  bad ;  it  makes 
saints,  but  it  also  makes  malades  imagin- 
aires.  And  perhaps  a  saint  is  largely  a 
malade  iniaginaire.  Well,  now,  what  do 
you  propose  to  do  ? " 

"  Alas !  what  can  I  do  ?     I  am  a  beggar 
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and  an  outlaw.     I  think  I  shall  forestall  my 
arrest  and  get  it  over." 

"  A  wise  man  never  does  desperate  things, 
my  friend.  Have  no  fear  for  the  future. 
You  and  I  have  shared  many  dangers  to- 
gether ;  you  have  ever  acted  a  manly  part ; 
and  you  have  many  claims  to  my  gratitude 
and  respect.  I  have  promised  the  Countess 
to  aid  you  to  the  best  of  my  power,  and  her 
wishes  are  sacred  with  me.  You  and  I  must 
know  each  other  better.  I  am  no  longrer  the 
indigent  and  helpless  gentleman  I  was  in 
Paris.  I  have  the  power  as  well  as  the 
desire  to  extricate  you  from  all  your  diffi- 
culties. Therefore,  as  our  favourite  poet 
says — 

'  Nil  desperandum  Teucro  diice  et  auspice  Teucro.' " 

•'  God  bless  you,  sir  !  "  said  Andrew,  with  a 
faltering  voice. 

"  Will  He  bless  me  in  my  present  enter- 
prise ? "  said  Mr  Wayte,  moodily.  "  Well, 
well,  let  us  on  to  Dover." 

Then  suddenly  remembering  the  presence 
of  Simpson,  he  turned  to  him,  and  said  some- 
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what  haughtily,  "  What  can  I  do  for  you, 
Simpson?  Do  you  wish  to  return  to — to 
Fownie  ? " 

"If  I  get  as  far  as  London,  there  is  a 
gentleman  there,  Lord  Wimpole,  who " 

He  stopped  short,  appalled  and  confounded, 
for  Mr  Wayte's  features  were  instantly  trans- 
formed into  a  Medusa-mask  of  concentrated 
hate  and  fury.  Then  his  countenance  grad- 
ually relaxed,  and  he  said  curtly — 

"  I  shall  take  you  as  far  as  London,  then." 

When  the  three  men  had  left  the  shore, 
and,  after  penetrating  the  wood  and  crossing 
a  few  fields,  had  struck  the  road  leading  to 
Dover,  Simpson  twitched  Andrew  by  the 
sleeve,  and  said  in  a  low  and  quavering  voice, 
"  I  want  to  speak  to  you,  Andrew." 

Accordingly  Andrew  fell  back,  and  allowed 
Mr  Wayte  to  pursue  his  way  at  some  dis- 
tance ahead. 

"  Andrew,"  said  Simpson,  with  a  woe-begone 
look,  "  I'm  a  damned  scoundrel ! " 

"  I  never  took  you  for  a  saint,"  said  Andrew, 
coolly. 

"  I'm  no  fit  to  associate  wi'  you  and — Mr 
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Wayte,"  continued  Simpson,  casting  an  un- 
easy look  in  the  direction  of  that  gentleman. 

"  Weel,  Simpson,  we  dinna  insist  on  your 
society.  But  I  see  what  this  means.  You 
hae  got  something  on  your  conscience.  I 
hae  lang  kent  that,  and  I  hae  tried  to  get 
you  to  purge  your  bosom  o'  the  pestilent 
stuff,  but  ye  aye  put  me  off  If  ye  hae 
anything  to  confess,  out  wi'  it ;  if  not,  we 
had  better  gang  our  ain  gait.  But  you're 
like  a  convict  wi'  a  round-shot  fastened  to 
his  ankle ;  you'll  never  be  easy  till  you  get 
rid  o'  your  secret." 

''  I'll  tell  you  and  Mr  Wayte  everything 
this  very  day,"  replied  Simpson,  solemnly. 

"  So  be  it,"  said  Andrew,  gravely.  '^  Only 
let  there  be  nae  suppression  o'  the  truth. 
Ye  maun  unload  a'  your  contraband  stuff,  and 
let  there  be  nae  false  bottoms  to  the  keel, 
such  as  you  free-traders  contrive." 

"  That's  a'  richt,  Andrew ;  but  ye  maunna 
think  me  a  monster  o'  depravity  for  a' 
that.  I  haena  cut  anybody's  craig  or  stolen 
money.  I  hae  only  held  my  tongue,  when 
I  should  hae  spoken  oot." 


142     RED  CAP  AND  BLUE  JACKET. 

"  A  close  mouth  is  a  shut  heart,  Simpson," 
said  Andrew.  "  Eh,  man,  what  joy  ye  hae 
lost  a'  these  years  !  You  hae  been  like  the 
folks  that  brick  up  their  windows  to  escape 
the  window-tax,  and  so  lose  the  blessed  sun- 
shine. As  Milton  sae  grandly  says  of  such  a 
one  as  you,  Himself  is  his  own  dungeon." 

"  It's  true,  Andrew,  unco  true.  But 
though  I'm  no  excusing  mysel',  still  there's 
i^,  per  contra  in  the  account,  as  you'll  see." 

"  Ay,  ay,  Simpson ;  as  you're  in  a  com- 
mercial mood,  I  would  advise  you  to  make 
a  complete  cessio  honorum  instead  o' 
trying  to  compound  wi'  your  creditors, 
you're  conscience  being  the  biggest  o' 
them  a',  I  trow.  And  when  do  ye  mean 
to  make  this  confession  ?  " 

*'  This  very  nicht,  after  I  hae  reddit 
everything  up  in  my  ain  mind." 

"Aweel,  I'll  leave  you  to  that  pleasant 
occupation ;  and  I  would  advise  you  no 
to  illuminate  the  chapter  o'  your  auto- 
biography that  ye  are  ettlin'  to  gie  us. 
Let  it  be  the  truth,  the  hale  truth,  and 
naething  but  the  truth." 
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So  saying,  Andrew  stepped  briskly  for- 
ward and  overtook  Mr  Wayte.  An  hour's 
walk  brought  them  into  Dover,  where  they 
put  up  at  a  retired  and  unpretending  inn. 

Simpson,  no  doubt  feeling  that  his 
presence  was  an  incumbrance,  whispered 
Andrew  that  he  was  going  to  take  a 
"daunder"  through  the  town,  and  would 
not  rejoin  him  till  the  evening.  Andrew 
gave  a  short  nod  of  acquiescence,  and  Simp- 
son slunk  ■  off.  Mr  Wayte  then  ordered 
dinner,  and  while  it  was  being  prepared, 
conversed  affably,  and  even  affectionately, 
with  Andrew. 

The  little  room  which  they  occupied 
appeared  adapted  for  friendly  and  confi- 
dential discourse.  The  roof  was  low,  the 
walls  wainscoted ;  the  furniture  was  solid, 
old  -  fashioned,  and  sincerely  clumsy  ;  the 
small  window  admitted  a  discreet  and 
tempered  light,  and  the  deepness  of  the 
embrasure  indicated  the  thickness  of  the 
walls.  A  sea-coal  fire  was  burning  in  the 
large  hearth,  for  Mr  Wayte  from  his  long 
residence   abroad   was   susceptible   to   cold ; 
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but  it  burned  quietly  and  unobtrusively, 
and  its  simmering  murmur  invited  reverie 
or  the  sober  interchange  of  thought.  Above 
the  chimney  -  shelf  was  a  portrait  of  King 
George.  On  one  of  the  walls  hung  a  dingy 
oil-painting  depicting  a  naval  engagement 
with  the  Dutch,  and  on  another  wall  was  an 
engraving  representing  the  Lord  Mayor's 
procession.  One  or  two  coloured  prints 
of  famous  race-horses  completed  the  artistic 
embellishment  of  the  room.  Mr  Wayte 
glanced  about  him  with  a  smile. 

"How  delightfully  English  it  all  is!" 
he  exclaimed.  "  Ah,  this  is  infinitely  better 
than  the  hideous  bust  of  Marat,  and  pic- 
tures of  the  theatrical  Feast  of  Reason." 

"  I  feel  as  if  I  had  got  another  lung  to 
breathe  with,"  said  Andrew,  gaily,  and 
taking  a  deep  breath  of  inward  content. 

"  All  hail  to  our  native  fogs  ! "  said  Mr 
Wayte.  "  They  abuse  our  xlimate  mon- 
strously ;  our  good  honest  rains  are  excel- 
lent things — they  make  the  grass  green,  and 
keep  our  English  maids  fresh  and  sweet." 

"  I    am    like    the    sailor,"    said   Andrew, 
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"  who,  on  reaching  the  Enghsh  Channel, 
thanked  God  he  had  got  rid  at  last  of 
these  ^  damned  blue  skies.' " 

"  Ah,  I  understand  that,  Andrew  !  I  have 
lived  for  years  on  a  coral  island,  with  eternal 
sapphire  around  and  above  me." 

''  You  were  shipwrecked,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"Ay,  shipwrecked.  That  reminds  me 
that  before  we  leave  Dover  we  must  equip 
ourselves  with  weapons.  You  don't  perceive 
the  association  of  ideas,  I  daresay." 

"  I  do  not,  sir." 

"  What  would  you  say,  Andrew,  if  a 
friend  whom  you  had  benefited  in  a  hun- 
dred ways  left  you  on  a  desert  island  to 
die,  while  he  sailed  away  to  usurp  your  pos- 
sessions ? " 

«  "  No  punishment  is  too  severe  for  such  a 
wretch." 

"  True,  true.  That  race-horse  there  can 
as  soon  chase  and  overtake  a  vulture  as 
the  law's  penalty  soar  to  the  height  of 
such  a  crime.  Punishment  must  give  place 
to  vengeance.  I  have  been  silent  long  enough ; 
I  will  tell  you  my  unhappy  fortunes." 

VOL.  III.  K 


146     RED  CAr  AND  BLUE  JACKET. 

He  passed  his  hand  across  his  brow,  and 
sat  for  some  time  gazing  moodily  into  the 
fire.  Then  he  heaved  an  impatient  sigh 
and  turned  round  to  Andrew,  who  had 
composed  himself  into  an  attitude  of  re- 
spectful attention. 

"  I  was  a  naval  officer,  Andrew — Captain 
of  the  Indomitable  —  when  my  vessel  was 
wrecked  by  a  violent  storm  in  the  South 
Pacific.  The  boats  were  manned  and 
victualled  when  it  seemed  evident  that 
the  Indomitable  was  foundering.  I  and 
my  first  lieutenant  —  this  false  friend,  of 
whom  I  have  spoken — remained  on  board. 
Let  me  do  him  justice  :  he  was  a  gallant 
seaman,  and  he  deemed  it  a  point  of  honour 
not  to  desert  me.  When  day  broke,  my 
ship  was  still  afloat,  though  labouring  heavily, 
and  her  bulwarks  awash  with  the  waves. 
A  coral  islet  was  on  our  lee ;  we  drifted 
down  upon  it,  and  struck;  and  without 
much  difficulty,  for  the  storm  had  abated, 
we  effected  a  landing.  It  is  needless  to 
speak  of  the  weary  time  we  spent  upon 
that  lonely  island.     Now  mark  the  sequel. 
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While  I  was  sleeping  one  night,  my  com- 
panion discovered  the  approach  of  a  British 
vessel.  He  had  no  doubt  matured  his  plans 
in  anticipation  of  such  a  contingency.  He 
roused  me,  picked  a  quarrel  with  me,  and 
forced  a  duel  upon  me.  Fortune  favoured 
him ;  he  plunged  his  sword  into  my  side. 
He  then  dragged  my  body  into  a  small 
low  cave.  When  I  awoke  to  consciousness, 
I  was  weak  as  an  infant  with  loss  of  blood, 
and  at  the  slightest  movement  my  wound 
reopened.  With  infinite  difficulty  I  plucked 
some  of  the  leaves  from  the  plantain  boughs 
which  he  had  thrust  into  the  mouth  of 
the  cave  by  way  of  concealment,  and  I 
spread  them  like  a  compress  over  the 
wound.  Their  coolness  soothed  the  pain, 
and  they  acted  like  an  adhesive  plaster. 
I  recovered,  but  for  many  weeks  and  months 
I  was  but  the  wreck  of  my  former  self 
Cursed  friend  !  cursed  cousin  !  " 

"  He  sailed  away,  I  suppose  ?  "  said  Andrew, 
in  a  low  voice. 

.  "Ay,   he  sailed  away  to  take   possession 
of  my  name  and  estates." 
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'^How  long  after  that  did  you  remain  on 
the  island,  sir  ? "  asked  Andrew,  after  a  long 
pause  of  silent  sympathy. 

"  Nine  years,  nine  years,"  murmured  Mr 
Wayte,  in  a  dull,  monotonous  voice. 

''  Nine  years  !  "  repeated  Andrew. 

"Ay,  and  I  had  left  a  sweet  wife  and 
child,  a  winsome  little  maid,  but  five  years 
old  when  I  left  England.  Poor  Lucy  !  poor 
little  Bell ! " 

"  How  did  you  get  away  at  last  ?  "  asked 
Andrew,  with  eager  interest. 

"  A  French  frigate  came  to  the  island 
and  took  me  off.  But  as  former  captain 
of  an  English  war -vessel  I  was  virtually 
a  prisoner,  and  I  was  interned  in  France. 
I  was  taken  to  Paris  eighteen  months  ago, 
and  perhaps  in  consequence  of  my  hard 
fate  was  allowed  a  qualified  degree  of 
liberty,  the  more  so  that  I  afi^ected  sym- 
pathy with  the  revolutionary  movement. 
An  emigre  nobleman,  whom  I  had  helped 
to  conceal,  promised  before  he  made  his 
escape  from  Paris  to  make  inquiries  re- 
garding my   wife  and  child  in  Portsmouth, 
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where  I  had  left  them.  He  honourably 
fulfilled  his  promise,  and  wrote  me  a  letter 
which  was  forwarded  to  me  from  England 
by  a  contraband  trader,  and  posted  on  to 
Paris  from  Calais.  It  was  of  course  opened 
by  the  authorities  in  Paris — for,  as  you  per- 
haps know,  the  petite  poste  there  was  under 
police  surveillance ;  but  as  the  contents 
were  innocent  enough  and  signed  by  a 
non-compromising  name,  it  was  delivered 
to  me.  From  this  letter  I  learned  that 
my  wife  had  died  two  years  after  my 
departure  from  England,  and  that  .my 
daughter  had  disappeared.  Oh  God !  to 
think  of  it !  If  I  knew  what  had  become 
of  her,  I  would  die  contentedly.  But  what 
fate  may  not  a  helpless  orphan  suffer ! 
Where  is  she  now  ?  Perchance  a  nameless 
drudge,  brought  up  in  ignorance  and  squalor, 
perchance  sullied  with  vice.  I  have  only  one 
hope  :  villain  though  my  cousin  is  —  for  I 
am  sure  he  lives,  he  is  predestined  to  suffer 
my  vengeance — I  have  the  faint  conviction 
that  he  would  not  act  basely  and  brutally 
with  my  little  maid.     He  loved  her  mother 
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— we  were  rivals  before  I  wedded  Lucy — 
and  surely  there  must  be  bounds  even  to  his 
transcendent  villany.  He  was  proud  too, 
and  I  think  he  would  not  suffer  one  of  his 
own  blood  to  be  degraded  and  dishonoured. 
I  try  to  believe  all  this,  but  chilling  doubts 
and  fears  are  never  absent  from  my  mind. 
She  was  a  sweet  little  wench,  with  dark  hair 
and  deep-blue  eyes,  always  gentle  and  pen- 
sive, as  if  the  future  already  overshadowed 
her.  If  daily  prayers  of  despairing  love 
avail,  then  God  will  have  guarded  from 
harm  my  little  Bell.  But  ah  !  what 
tragedies   He  permits,  and  gives  no  sign  ! " 

His  voice  was  choked  with  emotion ; 
he  covered  his  face  with  his  hands  and 
wept  silently. 

Andrew  gazed  with  mechanical  fixity 
at  him,  for  strange  thoughts  were  surging 
in  his  mind,  gleams  of  hope,  and  visions 
of  glad  possibilities. 

*'  You  said  her  name  was  Bell  ?  " 

"  Yes,  what  of  that  ?  Her  full  name  was 
Isabel  Caroline  ;  but  her  poor  mother  and 
I    always    called   her   Bell :   it    suited    her 
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pretty  face,  and  her  clear  sweet  voice,  for 
she  would  sing  softly  to  herself  for  hours." 

^^  Oh,  Mr  Wayte,  I  have  an  idea  that 
I  know  her  !  I  taught  a  girl  of  that  name, 
answering  to  your  description,  and  now, 
I  should  say,  about  eighteen  years  of 
age." 

"  Alas,  my  friend,  your  recognition  is  as 
weak  as  the  '  anagnorisis '  of  a  Greek 
tragedy  ! " 

"  Bide  a  wee, — I  beg  pardon,  I  drop  into 
broad  Scotch  when  I  get  excited.  There 
was  a  mystery  about  this  same  lassie  ;  and 
I  shouldn't  wonder  if  Simpson  has  some- 
thing to  tell  us  about  it :  he  represented 
her  to  be  his  niece,  but  I  had  always  my 
doubts  ;  there  was  a  nameless  air  of  dis- 
tinction about  her,  —  she  made  me  often 
think  of  Shakespeare's  Perdita." 

"  Go  on,  Andrew,"  said  Mr  Wayte, 
tremulously.      "Oh,  if  it  were  so  ! " 

"Dark  hair  and  blue  eyes  —  that's  not 
such  a  common  combination,  is  it  ?  And 
a  grave,  half- melancholy  expression ;  and 
oh !    the    finest    voice    you    ever    heard.      I 


152     RED  CAP  AND  BLUE  JACKET. 

was  the  precentor  in  the  Parish  Kirk ;  and 
whiles  I  almost  forgot  to  lead,  listening 
to  her.  It  was  better  than  the  sermon : 
you  felt,  as  you  listened,  that  you  were 
but  a  poor  creature,  no  fit  for  the  company 
of  the  blessed  harpers  harping  on  their 
harps ;  but  at  the  same  time  you  also  felt, 
deep  down  in  your  aching  heart,  that  there 
was  a  heavenly  message  of '  Peace  on  earth, 
goodwill  to  men.'  Her  voice  was  a  Mise- 
rere and  a  Magnificat  in  one.  To  hear  her 
sing — 

'  How  glorious  Sion's  courts  appear, 
The  city  of  our  God  !  '— 

and  me  pretending  to  lead  all  the  time 
with  my  big  coarse  domineering  voice  !  It 
was  like  a  duet  of  a  corn-crake  and  a  night- 
ingale." 

*'  You  make  me  tremble,  Andrew.  My 
poor  Lucy  was  an  enchanting  singer.  It 
was  on  the  stage  of  Drury  Lane  that  I 
first  saw  her.  Go  on,  my  friend,  go 
on!" 

"  Then  there's  this  little  point,  now  that 
we    are    raking    the    evidence    together :  I 
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fancy  you  have  heard  tell  of  Fownie  afore 
now,  by  your  tone  and  look  when " 

^'  Did  this  young  maiden  live  in 
Fownie  ? " 

"  Where  else  ?  I  was  dominie  there." 

"  To  be  sure  ;  I  forgot  for  the  moment " 

"  Then,  forby  that,  there  was  a  gentle- 
man there  that  seemed  to  have  a  kind  of 
hankering  after  her,  a  kind  of  mysterious 
interest  in  her " 

"Who?  who?" 

"  Lord  Wimpole." 

Mr  Wayte  with  a  convulsive  start  pushed 
back  his  chair  and  sprang  to  his  feet.  With 
his  eyes  flashing  fire  and  his  clenched  right 
hand  extended  with  a  passionate  gesture, 
he  cried  out — 

"  Damn  the  villain !  I  am  Lord  Wim- 
pole!" 
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CHAPTEE  XL. 

SIMPSON   MAKES    CONFESSION. 

Has  any  philosopher  in  his  contemplation 
of  human  life  endeavoured  to  account  for 
coincidences?  And  yet  they  play  often 
as  important  a  part  in  the  shaping  of  our 
life  and  the  determination  of  our  fortunes 
as  deliberate  design.  The  popular  imagin- 
ation has  not  ignored  their  existence  and 
their  influence ;  and  good  fairies  and  (shall 
we  say?)  guardian  angels  get  the  credit 
for  some  interposition  of  happy  chance  at 
a  crisis  in  our  life.  So  little  has  chance 
or  fortune  in  any  random  sense  been 
supposed  to  affect  our  destiny,  that  this 
mysterious  element  has  been  converted 
into   a   goddess,    as    implying   volition    and 
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design.  And  if  we  speak  of  Dame  For- 
tune, we  only  mean  that  her  purposes,  while 
still  purposes,  have  the  capricious  charac- 
ter which  belongs  to  the  sex.  But  if,  in 
etherealising  our  conceptions  of  this  potent 
influence,  we  strip  from  Fortune  her  pinions 
(for  chance  seems  to  travel  long  distances 
and  has  her  mystic  telegraphy),  and  if  we 
reduce  her  to  an  abstraction,  we  have 
advanced  not  a  single  step  towards  an 
explanation  of  this  strange  phenomenon. 
What,  after  all,  is  meant  when  we  say  that 
a  thing  has  happened  by  chance  ?  It  is  a 
mere  confession  of  ignorance ;  and  science, 
which  has  resolved  the  Will-o'-the-wisp 
into  a  gaseous  exhalation,  may  very  proper- 
ly attempt  to  analyse  this  flickering  and 
erratic  element  also.  If  the  casting  of  dice 
(the  symbol  of  chance,  for  we  speak  of  the 
"  hazard  of  a  die  ")  is  determined  by  inflex- 
ible laws  which  are  merely  too  complicated 
and  swift  in  their  action  to  be  traced,  why 
should  we  not  admit  that  chance  too  has 
its  laws  ?  The  motion  and  shape  of  tossing 
waves    appear    to   be   the   acme   of  irregu- 
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larity,  but  every  dancing  molecule  is  as 
subject  to  law  as  the  planets  in  their  courses. 
How  then  are  we  to  account  for  coinci- 
dences, which  are  the  fairy  folk  of  chance  ? 
Is  there  a  daemonic  influence  at  work  upon 
our  lives,  or  are  there  unconscious  effluences 
from  ourselves,  which  convey  attraction 
and  repulsion,  and  form  invisible  currents 
or  sweeping  undulations  acting  on  other 
attempered  natures  and  bringing  them  into 
unexpected  and  startling  relation  with 
ourselves  ?  If  there  is  an  ether  within 
the  air  which  is  to  the  air  what  our  soul 
is  to  our  body,  may  we  not  also  have  our 
personal  and  spiritual  ether  which  radiates 
from  us  in  far  -  reaching  lines  and  vibra- 
tions? Nay,  as  it  has  been  proved  that 
there  are  dark  rays,  may  not  our  soul  have 
its  dark  rays  emanating  from  its  hidden 
centre  ?  We  strike  a  note  upon  a  piano, 
and  a  glass  globe  sings  responsively.  Can 
we  too  difluse  psychical  undulations  which 
travel  to  kindred  natures  and  evoke  an 
answering  note  ?  The  idea  is  far  -  fetched 
only  to  those  who  do  not  realise  that  our 
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exterior  nature  is  crass,  our  senses  dull. 
We  have  not  even  the  eye  of  the  eagle  or 
the  scent  of  the  dog.  If  we  have  each  our 
own  peculiar  odour  which  our  dog  discrim- 
inates, may  we  not  have  other  emanations 
as  imperceptible  to  ourselves  ?  The  swallow 
flying  southward  needs  no  compass,  and 
does  not  understand  why  it  turns  its  flight 
thither ;  but  its  finely  tissued  senses  catch 
as  it  were  with  a  filter  every  airy  hint  and 
impalpable  beckoning  from  sunny  lands ; 
and  so  perchance  we  too  are  all  -  uncon- 
sciously drawn  by  spiritual  visit ings  from 
afar.  And  if  so,  chance,  coincidence,  or 
whatever  term  we  use,  will  be  but  a  name 
for  the  workings  of  this  efiusive  essence, 
this  volatile  soul  of  ours. 

Andrew  perchance  did  not  speculate  in 
this  way  when  he  found  that  the  man 
with  whom  he  had  been  so  intimately 
associated  was  the  father  of  his  favourite 
pupil,  but  none  the  less  he  was  amazed 
at  the  strange  and  fascinating  coincidence. 
He  sat  for  a  time  unable  to  articulate  a 
word,    confused     and     bewildered     by     the 
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throng  of  ideas  which  coursed  through  his 
mind.     At  last  he  stammered  out — 

"  So  this  so  -  called  Lord  Wimpole  was 
your  false  friend  and  cousin?" 

"  The  same." 

*'  I  am  truly  grieved  to  hear  it,  for  many 
reasons.     '  How  art  thou  fallen  from  heaven, 

0  Lucifer,  son  of  the  morning  ! '     But    oh  ! 

1  am  rejoiced  for  Bell's  sake  that  all  this 
has  come  out ;  for  I  am  now  sure  that 
she  is  your  daughter." 

"  And  you  say  she  is  good  and  beautiful  ?  " 
asked  Mr  Wayte — as  we  shall  continue  to 
call  him  for  the  present. 

"  That  she  is,  God  bless  her !  ay,  and 
clever  too.  I  taught  her  Latin,"  he  went 
on,  with  professional  unction,  "  and  she  went 
through  the  first  six  books  of  the  '-^neid,' 
and  the  '  Odes '  of  Horace — though  I  quietly 
contrived  that  she  had  not  to  translate 
anything  that  w^ould  have  embarrassed  her. 
How  bonnily  she  read  the  Latin  ! — it  was 
like  the  sound  of  the  Lesbian  lyre  —  the 
more  so  that  I  insisted  upon  the  Italian 
pronunciation.      Then  she  learned  the  first 
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six  books  of  Euclid,  and  could  work  Quad- 
ratics finely.  That's  the  sort  of  teaching 
for  a  clever  lassie.  I  think  very  little  of 
the  Parlez-vous  for  girls.  Latin  is  a  grand 
ballast  for  a  female  mind.  The  rules  of 
grammatical  concord  will  give  them  an  idea 
of  order  and  law  and  harmony  that  they 
will  carry  into  the  family  circle.  For  ex- 
ample— ^  a  relative  agrees ' — which  is  seldom 
the  case  in  domestic  life.  Now,  there's 
little  law  or  consistency  in  French  grammar 
any  more  than  in  anything  French,  and  it 
unsettles  their  mind.  They  are  naturally 
inclined  to  be  capricious  and  illogical,  and 
French  makes  them  more  so.  Think  what 
a  fine  thing  it  is  for  a  lassie  to  learn  that 
all  nouns  in  um  are  neuter  !  There's  a  solid 
adamantine  fact  for  her  !  It  has  a  steady- 
ing effect.  To  be  sure,  masculines  are 
irregular ;  but  so  they  are  in  real  life,  and 
it's  well  for  her  to  learn  that  early.  And 
then  the  feminines  are,  with  few  exceptions, 
perfectly  regular,  and  it's  a  lesson  for  her  to 
be  the  same.  That's  a  moral  aspect  of  Latin 
grammar  that  has  been  rather  neglected." 
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Mr  Wayte  had  listened  to  this  whim- 
sical tirade  with  a  good  -  humoured  smile. 
He  was  probably  not  averse  to  have  his 
thoughts  for  the  moment  diverted  from 
the  recollection  of  his  wrongs. 

Further  conversation  was  checked  by  the 
entrance  of  a  buxom  servant-maid — a  little 
clumsy,  perhaps,  but  with  cheeks  like  the 
petal  of  a  rose — who  proceeded  to  lay  the 
table  for  dinner. 

A  roast  of  beef  with  Yorkshire  pudding 
was  served  up,  accompanied  by  mantling 
flagons  of  beer.  Andrew  grew  almost  senti- 
mental. 

"  The  English  know  what  a  dinner 
should  be,  God  bless  them  ! "  he  said,  effu- 
sively. "  I  haven't  seen  such  a  meal 
since " 

He  stopped  short,  blushed  slightly,  and 
cast  down  his  eyes. 

''  Since  when,  Andrew  ?  "  asked  Mr  Wayte, 
with  a  smile. 

"Since  a  kind  gentleman  —  yes,  he  ivas 
kind — gave  me  such  a  meal  when  I  was  in 
the  depths  of  despair." 


SIMPSON    MAKES    CONFESSION.  161 

"  He  evidently  knew  human  nature,"  said 
Mr  Wayte. 

"  Yes,  I  think  Job's  friends,  instead  of 
drenching  him  with  their  long  -  winded 
homilies,  would  have  done  better  to  have 
given  him  a  nicely  stewed  kid  and  a  bottle 
of  wine.  Not  but  what  this  is  better. 
There's  not  an  inch  of  my  thrapple  that 
isn't  crying  blessings  on  this  beer.  You'll 
excuse  my  familiarity,  sir." 

"  Always  be  your  own  frank  self  with 
me,  my  good  Andrew,"  said  Mr  Wayte,  with 
the  kindliest  of  looks.  ''  The  beer  is  good, 
and  a  vast  improvement  on  both  cocoa- 
nut  milk  and  the  French  wine  we  have 
tasted." 

"  Vile  Sabinum  indeed !  Well,  for  my 
part  I  prefer  beer  to  wine  of  any  sort. 
Good  wine  tastes  well,  no  doubt,  in  the 
mouth  ;  but  it  produces,  as  it  were,  a  feverish 
hilarity  of  the  stomach,  whereas  good  beer 
awakens  a  kind  of  genial  gratitude  through- 
out your  entire  frame.  When  you  are 
drinking  beer,  your  whole  body  drinks,  so 
to  speak.     Well,  as  gratitude  is  said  to  be 

VOL.  III.  L 
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a  lively  sense  of  favours  to  come,  I  believe 
I  could  take  another  flagon." 

*'  You  shall  have  it,  and  so  shall  I.  We 
have  serious  things  to  do  —  but  oh  !  how 
much  easier  you  have  made  my  mind  !  And 
after  all,"  he  went  on'  with  a  smile,  "  dinner 
is  a  serious  business,  not  to  be  lightly  and 
perfunctorily  despatched.  The  man  who 
lives  on  snacks,  and,  so  to  sj^eak,  only  gives 
an  obole  to  Belisarius  now  and  then,  dam- 
ages both  body  and  soul.  There  is,  my  dear 
Andrew,  a  religio  Tnedici,  and  one  of  its 
most  sacred  principles  is — Give  thy  body  a 
good  dinner  regularly  every  day." 

"  When  you  can  get  it,"  added  Andrew, 
ruefully.  "I  have  often  had  to  dine  —  if 
I  may  so  jDrofane  the  word  —  on  oatmeal 
porridge.  But,  sj^eaking  for  myself,  I  never 
felt  satisfied  and  well  ballasted  after  it ;  I 
only  felt  water-logged.  And  I  am  sure  my 
stomach  thought  that  I  had  given  it  some- 
thing quite  unworthy  of  its  powers,  which 
are  considerable  ;  just  as  if  I  had  given 
my  best  mathematician  a  sum  in  simple 
addition  to  do." 


SIMPSON    MAKES    CONFESSION.  163 

"  Well,  I  have  dined  for  months  and 
months  on  edible  roots,"  said  Mr  Wayte. 
"  As  for  the  fish,  one  had  to  be  very  careful, 
— some  of  them,  j)^i'ticularly  the  most  beau- 
tiful, being  rank  poison.  Now  and  again  a 
shark  would  strand  itself  in  a  hollow  of 
the  rocks,  and  if  I  succeeded  in  killing  it, 
I  cooked  and  ate  the  fins,  which  were  toler- 
able, and  at  any  rate  a  change  of  diet. 
I  have  also  tried  squids  and  cuttle-fish,  on 
the  authority  of  the  classics ;  and  when 
they  were  well  dried,  they  were  some- 
thing like  isinglass  in  taste  :  but  all  the§e 
were  miserable  makeshifts.  I  do  not  doubt 
that  cannibalism  in  these  regions  owes  its 
origin  to  the  dearth  of  food  -  yielding 
animals.  For  our  canine  teeth  prove  that 
we  are,  partially  at  least,  designed  to  be 
flesh-eaters." 

"  Well,  sir,  that  is  our  happy  lot  at 
present,"  said  Andrew,  gaily. 

When  they  had  done  ample  justice  to  the 
fare  provided  and  had  rested  for  a  while, 
they  went  out  for  a  walk,  in  the  course  of 
which  Mr  Wayte  bought  a  rapier  and  a  j)air 
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of  pistols,  with  a  short  hanger  for  Andrew, 
who  was  vastly  delighted  with  the  purchase. 

On  their  return  to  the  inn  they  found 
Simpson  waiting  for  them.  He  greeted  Mr 
Wayte  with  a  clumsy  but  deferential  bow. 
It  was  a  significant  circumstance  that  he  was 
portentously  sober. 

"  Have  you  dined,  SimjDSon  ?  "  asked  Mr 
Wayte,  curtly. 

**  I  hae  had  a  roll  and  a  glass  of  milk," 
said  Simpson,  with  a  lugubrious  grimace. 

'^  Then  go  down-stairs  and  get  some  beef 
and  beer." 

"  Thank  you  kindly,"  said  Simpson,  with 
alacrity. 

In  the  course  of  half  an  hour  he  returned, 
his  penitential  air  whimsically  qualified  with 
an  unctuous  smile  of  satisfaction. 

''  I'm  ready,  Andrew,"  he  said.  ''And  I'm 
a'  the  better  pleased  that  Mr  Wayte  is  here, 
for  I  jaloose  that  what  I  hae  to  say  concerns 
him.  Awheel,  twelve  years  ago  I  was  living 
at  Portsmouth.  I  am  a  Lanarkshire  man,  but 
I  was  aye  fond  o'  travelling.  Some  folk  hae 
got  quicksilver  in  their  veins,  I  think,  though 
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as  a  rule  they  arena  the  folk  that  hae  siller 
in  their  pooches.  I  had  a  bit  tavern  in 
Portsmouth,  and  it  was  there  I  married  my 
wife.  Things  were  no  unco  prosperous  wi' 
me — I  needna  try  to  explain  why ;  at  a' 
events  it  wasna  my  fault,  for  I  was  as  eident 
as  any  man  could  be,  late  to  bed  and  early 
up — and  my  wife  likewise ;  only  she  was  a 
very  handsome  woman,  and  is  yet,  for  that 
matter,  but  at  that  time  she  was  a  regular 
Venus  (that  I  should  say  it),  an  Apollyon,  so 
to  speak,  and  the  losels  used  to  hang  aboot 
the  place  ower  muckle  for  my  taste,  so  tbat 
I  had  to  try  '  nievy-nievy  nick-nack,  which 
hand  will  ye  tak'  ? '  wi'  ane  or  twa  o'  the 
wastrels ;  and  that's  bad  for  business. 

"  Aweel,  ae  day  a  braw-looking  gentleman 
cam'  stepping  into  my  tavern,  and  asked  to 
speak  to  me  in  private.  He  was  a  buirdly 
handsome  chiel,  blacka vised  though,  and  he 
had  a  sour  and  mocking  look,  as  if  he  thocht 
men  were  but  worms,  and  expected  them  to 
wriggle  but  no  to  turn.  His  voice  was 
harsh,  and  he  had  a  domineering,  deil-may- 
care  look  aboot  him,  like  a  man  that  would 
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knock  ye  doon  on  sma'  provocation,  and  then 
kick  you  for  falling.  I  took  him  into  a  wee 
room  at  the  back,  and  shut-to  the  door.  He 
sat  doon  on  a  bench,  stuck  his  legs  oot  afore 
him,  and  said  plump  and  plain,  '  Simpson,  I 
understand  you  have  no  children  ? '  '  True 
enough,'  said  I,  '  but  my  wife's  no  as  auld  as 
the  patriarch  Sarah.'  '  Your  wife,'  said  he, 
coolly,  '  looks  as  if  she  would  be  fond  of 
children.'  He  was  richt  enough  there,  for 
she  was  sair  grieved  that  the  Lord  had 
denied  her  offsj)ring,  though,  for  my  pairt, 
what  wi'  kinkhost,  measles,  scarlet  fever, 
mumps,  and  sae  on,  I  think  bairns  are  a 
doobtfu'  blessing,  and  I  think  the  Psalmist 
must  hae  been  in  his  bachelor  days  when  he 
said,  '  Happy  is  the  man  that  hath  his 
quiver  full  of  them.'  Weel,  I  said  my  wife 
was  a  kind-hearted  Englishwoman.  *  Very 
good,'  says  he  ;  *  would  she  be  willing  to  take 
charge  of  an  orphan  girl  in  consideration  of  a 
handsome  board  ? '  I  told  him  I  would  ask 
her,  but  I  said  that  girls  were  a  heavy  re- 
sponsibility. ^  Talk  it  over  with  your  wife,' 
said  he  ;  '  I  shall  call  to-morrow  to  learn  your 
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decision.  If  you  consent,  I  shall  pay  through 
my  lawyer  an  annual  board  of  sixty  pounds, 
and  a  penny-fee  of  twenty  guineas  to  begin 
with.' 

'^  Weel,  I  talked  it  ower  wi'  my  wife,  and 
she  fair  jumped  at  the  idea,  —  no  for  the 
money's  sake,  though  that  wasna  to  be  de- 
spised, but  because  she  wanted  to  hae  a  bairn 
aboot  the  hoose.  He  came  back  next  day, 
and  I  telled  him  that  we  consented.  He 
merely  nodded,  took  out  a  pocket-book,  and 
counted  doon  twenty  guineas  on  the  table. 
'  I  shall  bring  the  little  maid  here  after  dai;k,' 
said  he.  '  There's  ae  thing  I  would  like  to 
ken,'    said    I ;    'is   she    a  love-child  ?    for   if 

sae '     He  took  me  up  very  shortly  and 

haughtily.  '  She  was  born  in  lawful  wed- 
lock,' says  he,  '  that  is  all  you  need  to  know. 
You  will  leave  Portsmouth,  and  go  to  a  place 
in  Scotland,  whereof  more  anon.  Now  ob- 
serve,' says  he,  solemnly,  '  you  must  take 
the  greatest  care  of  her  ;  let  her  want  for 
nothing  ;  have  her  well  educated  ;  look  to 
her  health,  her  happiness,  her  moral  and  re- 
ligious training.'     He  said  this  sae  earnest- 
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ly  that  I  couldna  doubt  he  was  sincere,  and 
I  dinna  doubt  it  to  this  day.  Weel,  at  nicht 
he  came  back,  bringing  the  bit  lassie  in  his 
airms,  carefully  happit  up  in  a  mantle,  for 
the  weather  was  cauld ;  and  eh  !  but  she 
was  a  bonnie  wee  thing !  My  wife  grat 
when  she  clapt  een  on  her,  and  fair  smothered 
her  wi'  kisses.  Bell — that  was  the  lassie's 
name,  he  said — took  to  my  wife  at  ance  : 
ye'll  no  deceive  bairns ;  they  open  like  the 
flowers  to  sunshine.  Noo,  the  affair  was 
mysterious,  and  I  couldna  help  haein'  my 
suspicions.  I  naturally  thocht  she  was  a 
love-child  o'  his  ain,  though  he  denied  it ; 
but  I  fand  oot  afterhin  that  I  was  wrang. 
This  was  how  it  came  aboot.  Twa  days  after 
he  had  brocht  wee  Bell  —  we  were  in  the 
meantime  getting  ready  to  leave  Portsmouth 
— I  went  oot  aboot  eleven  o'clock,  after  shut- 
ting up  ;  and  I  took  a  bit  daunder  by  mysel' : 
I  may  say  my  wife  and  I  had  had  words  ;  she 
gets  up  like  a  bunch  o'  tow,  but  she  means 
weel  :  ye  see,  she's  a  big  braw  woman,  and 
apt  to  be  masterfu' — no  but  what  the  wee 
shilpit  willow-wands  o'  women  are  the  maist 
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troublesome ;  if  they  canna  clour  your  lugs, 
they're  cankert,  and  tak'  the  gee,  and  clunch 
and  gloom  at  ye  for  days.  However,  I'm 
wandering  frae  the  text. 

'*  I  was  daunderin'  alang  withoot  noticing 
where  I  was  gangin'.  It  was  a  mirky  nicht, 
and  I  got  into  a  narrow  street  that  I  didna 
ken,  and  I  was  turning  back,  when  I  heard 
footsteps  ahint  me.  I  stood  close  to  the  wall, 
for  fear  it  was  some  ill-meaning  loon,  only 
the  steps  were  firm  and  free.  The  man 
passed  me.  He  was  a  braw,  slapping,  broad-  ^ 
backit  chiel,  and  walked  wi'  a  kind  o'  soldier- 
like erectness  and  decision.  I  somehow  thocht 
I  had  seen  him  afore — his  build  I  mean,  for 
I  couldna  see  his  face.  I  followed  slowly 
ahint  him,  I  can  hardly  tell  why,  except 
that  I  liked  to  see  his  easy  powerfu'  stride. 
All  of  a  sudden  I  heard  him  shout,  '  Off,  you 
scoundrels  ! '  and  I  recognised  his  voice  ;  it 
was  the  man  that  had  brocht  Bell  to  my 
hoose.  Weel,  I  started  forward,  for  I  could 
hear  the  sound  o'  a  scuffle,  and  I  fand  him 
struggling  wi'  three  ugly-looking  hempies. 
Ane  o'  them  he  had  gruppit  by  the  throat, 
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and  he  was  lashing  oot  wi'  his  feet  at  the 
twa  ither  scoondrels.  Ane  o'  them,  however, 
as  I  came  up,  had  managed  to  rifle  his 
pockets,  for  I  saw  him  pull  oot  a  sma'  port- 
folio ;  and  seeing  me  coming  to  the  rescue,  he 
took  to  his  heels.  I  after  him  in  a  minute, 
for  I  had  nae  rheumatics  then ;  I  was  as 
swift  as  the  roes  upon  the  mountains.  He 
went  clinkin'  doon  the  street,  and  I  could 
hear  him  pechin'  like  a  foondered  horse. 
Roond  the  corner  o'  the  street  he  went, 
and  me  after  him  —  my  blood  was  up,  ye 
see ;  doon  the  next  street  he  gaed  skelpin, 
wi'  my  feet  beating  a  tattoo  ahint  him — it 
was  real  grand  1  Seeing  he  couldna  outstrip 
me,  he  turned  roond  wi'  a  scowl  out  o' 
Tophet  on  his  face.  I  couldna  stop  mysel', 
I  just  came  bang  against  him  like  a  bag  o' 
coals,  free  delivery,  gieing  him  a  guid  sonsy 
buif  wi'  my  nieve  richt  on  his  mouth-^-and 
if  his  box  o'  dominoes  didna  rattle,  it  was- 
na  for  want  o'  will  on  my  pairt.  Doon  he 
went  plump  on  the  braid  o'  his  back,  and 
the  portfolio  flew  oot  o'  his  hand.  I  jumped 
after  it  and  picked  it  up.     He  didna  stir — 
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and  nae  ferly,  for  his  head  had  soonded  on 
the  plainstanes  hke  a  cocoanut.  What  was 
I  to  dae  ?  I  refleckit  for  a  minute.  Better 
let  sleeping  dougs  lie.  If  he's  deid,  I'll  hae 
to  gie  evidence,  and  hae  a'  kind  o'  bothera- 
tion, and  no  be  able  to  leave  Portsmouth. 
So  I  left  him  lying  there  ;  and  to  this  day 
I  dinna  ken,  and  I  dinna  care,  whether  he 
gat  that  nicht  plenary  absolution.  I  went 
back  in  search  o'  the  owner  o'  the  portfolio. 
He  wasna  to  be  seen,  only  ane  o'  the  loons 
that  had  attackit  him  was  lying  streekit  on 
the  pavement ;  and  I  thocht  that  if  hoi:|^st 
folks  did  as  my  freend  and  I  had  dune, 
rogues  would  be  scarcer.  I  left  him  lying 
there  in  a  lovely  dwam,  and  I  went  hame. 
I  telled  my  wife  what  had  happened,  and 
she  said  to  me,  '  Is  that  all  gospel  truth  '? ' 
'  As  true  as  I'm  a  living  sinner,'  says  I. 
'  That's  true  enough,'  said  she,  wi'  a  bit 
lauch.  If  ye  want  to  hear  the  truth  aboot 
yoursel',  gang  to  your  wife ;  ye'll  get  it 
there.  I  didna  say  onything  aboot  the 
portfolio ;  the  women  folks  are  inquisitive, 
and  it's  a  bad  habit.     But  the  first  chance 
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I  got,  I  overhauled  it.  Maybe  you'll  think 
that  was  dishonourable.  Bide  a  wee  !  You'll 
observe,  Andrew,  that  Mr  Dalrymple — that's 
what  he  called  himsel',  but  you  may  be  sure 
he  didna  let  me  see  his  certificate  o'  baptism 
— Mr  Dalrymple  was  playing  at  Blind  Harry 
wi'  me ;  and  how  was  I  to  ken  but  what  I 
micht  get  in  the  cleeks  o'  the  law.  I  wanted 
to  see  clear  into  the  business,  and  I  thocht 
maybe  this  portfolio  would  help  me.  And 
sae  it  did.  Noo,  Andrew,  as  talking  is  dry 
wark,  ye  micht  ring  for  a  thimblefu'  o' 
brandy.  I  dinna  care  for  the  beer ;  it's  ower 
drummly,  and  bad  for  the  rheumatics." 

Perhaps  Simpson  was  not  superior  to  the 
story-teller's  temptation  to  make  a  dramatic 
pause  at  a  critical  point  of  his  narrative. 
Andrew,  however,  merely  shrugged  his  shoul- 
ders, and  gave  the  requisite  order.  When 
Simpson  had  imbibed  the  liquor  with  ap- 
parent satisfaction,  he  glanced  at  Mr  Wayte 
with  a  somewhat  shy  and  uneasy  look.  That 
pfentleman  had  sat  silent  and  motionless 
during  the  recital,  but  evidently  following 
it  with  the  closest  and  most  absorbed  atten- 
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tion,  to  judge  by  the  fixity  of  his  gaze  and 
the  tension  of  his  features. 

"  Ye  had  better  get  on  with  your  story  a 
wee  bit  faster,"  said  Andrew.  "  Dinna  let 
the  scent  get  cauld,  follow  it  mair  closely. 
Ye're  aye  diving  into  rabbit-holes." 

"  I'll  try  to  be  mair  precise " 

"  Concise,  I  hope  ye  mean." 

"  Cise  what  ye  like,  Andrew,  provided  it's 
no  ex-cise,"  said  Simpson,  with  a  grin. 
"  Weel,  I'll  tell  you  in  a  few  words  what 
the  portfolio  tolled  me.  Frae  the  letters 
and  documents  in  it  I  fand  oot  the  foll<^w- 
ing  facts.  Bell  was  the  daughter  o'  a  certain 
Lord  Wimpole,  who  had  married  an  opera- 
singer  unbeknown  to  his  family.  This  lady 
had  died  a  few  weeks  previously,  and  in- 
trusted her  daughter  to  this  Mr  Dalrymple 
— there  was  a  letter  frae  her  to  him  to 
that  effect,  and  his  first  name  is  Nicholas, 
for  it  began  '  My  dear  Nicholas,'  and  it  went 
on  to  say  how  heart-broken  she  was  at  the 
news  of  her  husband's  death,  but  she  would 
soon  see  him  in  a  better  world — the  doctors 
gave  no  hope,   and   sae   on ;    and   Nicholas 
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was  to  see  justice  done  to  her  darling  Bell, 
by  the  love  he  had  once  professed  for  Bell's 
unhappy  mother :  it  was  a  piteous  letter, 
and  almost  garred  me  greet.  Then  she 
urged  Nicholas  to  see  the  relatives  of  her 
deceased  husband,  and  to  procure  their  re- 
cognition of  Bell's  rights — I'm  quoting  what 
she  wrote  as  exactly  as  I  can,  though  of 
course  I  canna  remember  it  a'  at  this  dis- 
tance o'  time ;  and  it  disna  matter,  for  I 
hae  a'  the  documents  still  in  my  ain  hoose 
at  Fownie.  Noo,  I  could  hae  gien  up  the 
portfolio  to  Mr  Dalrymple,  but  I  thocht  it 
was  better  no ;  for,  ye  see,  if  he  didna  dae 
his  duty  to  the  bit  lassie  I  could  compel 
him — and  sae  I  intended,  and  still  intend. 
Weel,  Mr  Dalrymple  advertised,  and  had 
sma'  hand-bills  printed  and  circulated  offer- 
ing a  reward  for  the  portfolio ;  but  of  course 
he  never  gat  it.  He  came  a  few  days  after, 
and  telled  me  I  was  to  settle  in  Fownie, 
which  I  did. 

"Noo  3^e  see  what  a'  this  means.  Our 
Bell — your  pupil,  Andrew — is  a  born  lady, 
the  daughter  o'  the  deceased  Lord  Wimpole, 


SIMPSON    MAKES    CONFESSION.  175 

unless  he  didiia  dee  after  a';  and  in  that  case 
the  Lord  Wimpole  that  we  ken  is  an  impos- 
tor. Noo,  ye  may  ask,  Andrew,  why  I  kept 
this  secret  sae  lang.  Ill  tell  you.  First  and 
foremost,  my  wife  couldna  hae  tholed  parting 
wi'  the  lassie.  We  had  made  it  up  atween 
us  that  Bell  was  to  pass  for  her  niece.  And 
would  ye  believe  it  ?  as  time  went  on,  I  think 
my  wife  almost  got  hersel'  to  believe,  or  to 
fancy,  or  to  persuade  hersel',  that  Bell  really 
was  her  niece  in  some  unexplained  kind  o' 
way.  Ye  think  that's  ower  Strang  for  belief, 
Andrew.  That  shows  ye  dinna  ken  woman. 
Look  at  a  lassie  wi'  her  doll.  Does  she  no 
imagine  that  that  doll  is  in  some  sense  or 
ither  her  ain  wean  ?  Does  she  no  carry 
make-believe  sae  far  that  it's  hardly  to  be 
distinguished  frae  reality '?  However,  let  it 
pass.  Secondly,  I  thocht  the  lassie  would 
be  better  brocht  up  in  my  hoose  than  in 
the  gilded  halls  o'  fashion,  even  if  she  was 
weel  received  by  her  father's  relatives,  which 
wasna  likely,  her  mither  having  been  on  the 
stage.  Thirdly,  I  needed  the  money  I  gat 
for   her   keep.      I   dinna    disguise    it.      If  I 
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dinna  need  to  beat  my  breast  like  the  puir 
publican — probably  his  inn  wasna  sae  weel 
conduckit  as  mine — I  hae  my  bit  share  o' 
human  infirmity,  nae  doot.  I  needed  the 
money,  and  it  has  been  blest  to  me.  Good- 
ness is  its  ain  reward.  Ye  ken  how  weel 
Bell  has  been  treated  and  brocht  up ;  and 
I  will  say,  ye  did  your  duty,  Andrew.  Ye 
were  her  teacher  and  her  freend  at  the 
same  time ;  ye  hae  watched  ower  her  as 
gin  she  was  your  ain  sister.  Mony  a  young 
fellow  would  hae  j9.irted  wi'  her  and  blawn 
in  her  lug,  but  ye  only  put  sound  Latin  in 
her  head.  It's  a  grand  thing  to  see  a  young 
man  wi'  an  auld  head  on  his  shouthers,  to 
see  youthfu'  brows  wreathed  wi'  parsley  and 
sage,  as  I  mind  ye  said  the  ancients  did 
when  they  wanted  to  keep  their  brains  clear 
and  cool  at  their  feasts  and  penny- weddings. 
Aweel,  that's  my  story,  or  at  least  the 
skeleton  o'  it ;  I  can  fill  it  u]3  properly  at 
ony  time.  I  think,  Andrew,  ye'll  alloo  that 
I  haena  been  sae  bad  after  a'  is  said  and 
dune." 

"Ye  micht  hae  done  better,  Simpson;  ye 
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hae  kept  Miss  Bell  oot  o'  her  richts.  But 
it's  no  my  business.  This  gentleman  will 
decide  on  your  conduct,  for  he  is  Lord 
Wimpole,  her  father." 

"My  humble  respects  to  your  lordship," 
said  Simpson,  rising  to  his  feet.  "  I  hae 
jaloosed  this  for  a  while.  I  hope  your 
lordship  will  be  mercifu  to  a  puir  chiel 
who  acted  for  the  best." 

''  I  shall  see  what  my  daughter  has  to 
say  about  you,"  replied  Mr  Wayte,  coldly. 
"  Meanwhile  there  is  no  time  for  further 
discussion.  We  must  set  out  for  London 
this  very  night." 
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CHAPTER   XLI. 

VAUXHALL     GARDENS. 

Some  days  before  Mr  Wayte's  arrival  in 
EDgland,  his  daughter  Bell,  all  unconscious 
of  the  approaching  complications  of  her 
fate,  had  been  invited  to  spend  a  week 
with  Sibylla  at  Mr  Gordon's  house  in  Cur- 
zon  Street.  She  had  accepted  the  invita- 
tion, but  with  reluctance  —  for  Walter,  as 
Sibylla  informed  her,  was  still  at  home ; 
and  though  she  knew  that  he  would  not 
press  his  suit  while  she  was  under  his 
father's  roof,  still  she  foresaw  embarrass- 
ment and  uneasiness,  for  the  silent  wor- 
ship of  an  ardent  lover  is  like  the  sultry 
and  oppressive  condition  of  the  atmosphere 
when  a  thunderstorm  is   impending.     Then 
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Sibylla  was  keen-eyed  and  morbidly  prone 
to  jealousy  ;  and  what  maiden,  however 
trained  by  nature  and  art  (and  how  wide 
is  the  debatable  territory  of  these  two 
realms !),  is  able  so  to  school  her  voice, 
discipline  her  blushes,  neutralise  her  glances, 
as  to  elude  and  foil  the  vigilance  of  a 
female  friend  ?  For  mutual  criticism  is  the 
dearest  prerogative  of  feminine  friendship. 

Then,  Lord  Wimpole  was  sure  to  call ; 
and  how  could  she  meet  him,  and  not 
betray  the  thrilling  emotion  which  his  pres- 
ence excited  ? 

The  ordeal,  however,  did  not  prove  so 
formidable  as  she  had  expected.  Walter 
was  gentle  and  kind,  but  took  care  (almost 
too  visibly  at  times)  not  to  cause  her  em- 
barrassment by  word  or  look ;  Sibylla  was 
outwardly  frank  and  affectionate,  and  Mr 
Gordon  courteous,  agreeable,  and  at  times 
paternal.  Lord  Wimpole  did  call,  but  was 
formal  and  polite,  and  talked  airy  noth- 
ings, the  mere  whipped  cream  of  social 
intercourse. 

The    week    passed     pleasantly,    and    Mr 
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Gordon  insisted  upon  Bell  staying  a  few 
days  more.  For  she  had  not  yet  seen 
Yauxhall  Gardens ;  and,  in  the  spirit  of 
the  Italian  j^roverb,  Vedi  Napoli  e  mori, 
it  might  be  said  that  the  world  had  no 
further  attractions  for  those  who  had  seen 
these  Gardens  of  Armida.  He  proposed, 
accordingly,  to  ask  Lord  Wimpole  to  early 
dinner  —  for  dinner  in  those  days  did  not 
steal  a  march  upon  supper  —  and  he  and 
Walter  could  act  as  cavaliers  to  the  two 
young  ladies.  As  for  himself,  he  was  too 
old  for  such  scenes  of  frivolity ;  but  he 
could  not  expect  young  people  to  be  as 
wise  as  himself  And  so  it  was  arranged. 
Vauxhall  Gardens  were  situated  on  the 
south  side  of  Lambeth,  about  a  mile  and 
a  half  from  Westminster  Bridge.  They 
formed  a  strange  combination  of  garish 
display  and  idyllic  repose.  The  walks, 
colonnades,  piazzas,  rooms,  and  pavilions 
were  lit  up  by  thousands  of  lamps ;  while, 
in  the  secluded  paths  that  meandered 
through  a  sylvan  wilderness,  nightingales, 
thrushes,   and   blackbirds    supplied   a  music 
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more  romantically  sweet  and  dear  to  medi- 
tative or  communing  lovers  than  the  strains 
of  the  Duke  of  York's  Guards'  Band,  which 
—  as  this  was  a  gala  night  —  was  playing 
in  the  more  frequented  part  of  the  gardens. 

As  the  two  couples  walked  up  the  avenue, 
which  was  bordered  with  stately  elms, 
Sibylla  proposed  that  Lord  Wimpole  should 
act  as  their  guide.  He  cheerfully  assented, 
declaring,  however,  that  he  had  seldom 
visited  the  place  of  late  years. 

"  It  is  a  place  for  youth,  not  for  middle 
age,"  he  said — "  all  glare  and  blare  and 
hollow  merriment,  painted  faces  and  arti- 
ficial smiles." 

"  I  hope  you  don't  imply  that  we  possess 
these  attributes  of  youth  ?  "  rejoined  Sibylla, 
gaily. 

"  Heaven  forbid  ! "  he  replied.  ''  But 
the  young  find  it  difficult  to  distinguish 
between  seeming  and  sincerity." 

"  Well,  where  do  we  go  first  ? "  asked 
Sibylla. 

"According  to  the  rules  of  folly  pre- 
scribed   here,    we    admire    the    day  -  scene 
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first    of  all  —  it    is    an    ingenious    piece    of 
mechanism  and  a  veritable  rus  in  urhe.^^ 

He  accordingly  conducted  them  to  a 
timber  building,  the  front  of  which  was 
concealed  by  a  curtain.  After  a  time  this 
was  raised,  and  a  burst  of  acclamation  rose 
from  the  crowd.  A  rustic  scene  was  dis- 
played to  view.  There  was  a  mill  standing 
beside  a  stream,  the  wheel  revolving,  and 
in  nearer  perspective  the  waters  of  the 
stream  descended  in  a  real  cascade ;  a  mail- 
coach  crowded  with  miniature  passengers 
laboured  up  a  hill ;  and  in  the  distance  a 
pack  of  hounds,  followed  by  red  -  coated 
hunters,  careered  over  the  fields. 

"  Very  natural,"  said  Walter,  with  a 
smile,  "  especially  the  water." 

"No  mockery,  dear,"  said  Sibylla,  who 
was  in  high  spirits ;  "let  us  enter  into  the 
make-believe,  as  we  do  in  society.  Now, 
my  lord,  pray  lead  on :  this  is  like  the 
Arabian  Nights." 

"  We  shall  now  visit  the  Rotunda,"  said 
Lord  Wimpole,  "and  listen  to  the  music, 
virtuously  resisting  the  inclination  to  dance." 
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"  0  gioja  !  do  they  dance  ?  "  exclaimed 
Sibylla,  delightedly.  "  But  I  suppose  it 
would  be  a  breach  of  etiquette  to  join  the 
dancers." 

"  Supremely  so,"  replied  Lord  Wimpole, 
gravely,  and  almost  reprovingly. 

Sibylla  felt  inwardly  pleased  at  the 
slightly  reproachful  tone,  as  it  seemed  to 
imply  a  personal  interest. 

The  Rotunda  was  really  a  magnificent 
sight.  The  ceiling  of  its  domed  roof  was 
made  to  represent  a  colossal  tent  with 
alternate  stripes  of  blue  and  yellow  silk ; 
twenty  pillars  gave  the  illusion  of  support, 
and  were  decked  with  military  trophies. 
The  sides  of  the  mimic  tent  were  looped  up 
and  hung  in  festoons  of  drapery,  while  the 
circular  wall  of  the  Kotunda  itself  was 
painted  to  represent  flowering-shrubs.  In 
the  middle  of  the  structure  was  an  or- 
chestra, where  the  military  band  was  at 
this  moment  playing  Handel's  Water  Music. 

The  four  companions  listened  for  a  while, 
and  then  Lord  Wimpole,  who  appeared  to 
be  both  restless  and    abstracted,   suggested 
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that  they  should  retire  to  a  pavihon  and 
partake  of  refreshments. 

"  Spoken  hke  a  man,"  said  Sibylla,  archly. 
"  I  believe,  if  church  service  were  not  so 
short,  you  gentlemen  would  contrive  to 
get  a  stall  for  refreshments  set  up  in  the 
vestry.  Only,  I  fear  you  don't  go  to  church, 
and  the  service  should  begin,  'Dearly  be- 
loved sisters,  the  Scriptures,'  &c." 

"  Some  clergymen  would,  I  daresay,  not 
object  to  the  substitution,"  said  Lord  Wim- 
pole,  with  a  laugh.  "Well,  ladies,  what 
say  you  ?  You  must  be  feeling  —  I  won't 
say  hungry,  for  as  it  is  a  superstition  at  the 
Court  of  Spain  that  the  Queen  has  no  feet, 
for  certainly  they  are  never  seen,  so  it  is 
a  fashionable  theory  nowadays  that  ladies 
have  no  stomach,  though  the  bloom  upon 
their  cheeks  denies  the  soft  impeachment, — 
I  believe  I  have  trembled  on  the  very  verge 
of  a  pun." 

"  I  would  as  soon  expect  you  to  pick  a 
pocket  as  make  a  pun,"  said  Sibylla,  "  especi- 
ally to-night  :  for  the  connection  of  ideas 
the  abortive  Dennis  is  responsible,  not  I." 
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Lord  Wimpole  winced  slightly. 

"  I  have  never  perceived  the  congruity 
of  his  remark,"  he  rejoined.  "  There  would 
have  been  more  relevance  if  he  had  said 
'  commit  forgery '  instead  of  '  pick  a  pocket,' 
for  a  pun  is  a  kind  of  forgery,  and  often  a 
clumsy  one.  But  we  are  digressing.  Con- 
fess, Miss  Gordon,  that  you  have  at  least  a 
vague  and  distant  feeling  of  which  food  is 
the  probable  interpretation." 

'^  I  am  not  guilty  of  the  affectation  of  not 
feeling  hungry  ;  but  in  pleasant  company  a 
biscuit  suffices  me." 

"  If  all  ladies  were  like  you,  marriage 
would  not  be  so  expensive." 

"Ah,  but  I  didn't  speak  of  marriage  —  I 
said,  in  pleasant  company,"  retorted  Sibylla, 
with  a  roguish  smile. 

"  In  your  case.  Miss  Gordon,  the  two 
things  are  identical,"  he  replied,  with  a  bow. 
So  saying,  he  led  the  way  into  an  un- 
occupied pavilion,  gaily  illumined  with 
parti-coloured  lamps,  and  ornamented  with 
paintings  by  Hayman  and  Hogarth.  The 
two    young    ladies,   after   a   glance   around 
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them,  sat  down  with  their  backs  to  the 
somewhat  seductive  representation  of  an 
episode  in  E^ichardson's  story  of  '  Pamela  ' — 
pictures  were  often  then  as  decoUetes  as 
ladies  of  fashion  ;  another  picture  portrayed 
a  dance  round  the  Maypole ;  and  Walter 
was  interested  in  the  third,  which  had  for 
its  subject  a  naval  engagement  between 
the  Spaniards  and  the  Moors. 

Refreshments  were  now  ordered.  While 
the  others  expressed  a  preference  for  lemon- 
ade, Lord  Wimpole  asked  for  a  glass  of 
sherry,  wdiich  he  swallowed  almost  at  a 
gulp,  and  then  leaning  back  in  his  chair,  he 
listened  wath  an  abstracted  and  mechanical 
smile  to  the  conversation  of  his  companions. 
Perhaps  the  buoyancy  of  youth  unpleasantly 
reminded  him  of  his  own  maturity.  But 
Sibylla  did  not  suffer  him  to  be  long  silent. 
Her  thoughts,  after  every  short  excursion, 
returned  to  him  with  wistful  persistency. 

"  Pray,  Lord  Wimpole,"  she  said,  with  a 
provoking  smile,  "  do  not  sit  there  with 
the  look  of  a  conspirator.  You  seem  melan- 
choly.    What  a  compliment  to  us  1  '* 
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"  A  jDlace  of  amusement  always  makes  me 
pensive,"  he  replied,  stifling  a  sigh. 

"It  is  the  force  of  contrast,"  said  Sibylla. 
"  On  the  same  principle  I  am  always  cheer- 
ful in  church,  and  see  in  my  mind's  eye 
visions  of  ravishing  costumes  and  a  bright 
procession  of  new  bonnets." 

"  You  think  of  something  better,  I  am 
sure,"  said  her  brother,  with  mild  expostu- 
lation. 

"  How  serious  we  are  ! "  exclaimed  Sibylla. 
"  Be  assured  of  this,  my  wise  brother,  that 
people  who  occupy  themselves  with  trifles 
never  do  any  harm  in  the  world." 

"  Or  good  either,"  added  Walter. 

"We  should  distrust  appearances,"  said 
Sibylla,  a  little  piqued.  "  Do  you  think  a 
bee  doesn't  make  honey  because  it  hums  ? 
I  hate  people  who  march  to  virtue  behind 
a  brass  band.  You  naval  heroes  carry  too 
much  bunting." 

Walter  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  glanced 
appealingly  at  Bell. 

"  I  think  Sibylla  is  quite  right,"  said  Bell, 
summoning     speech     with     a    vivid     blush. 
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"  Women  have  to  disguise  their  earnestness 
to  please  gentlemen.  If  we  are  readers, 
they  call  us  blue-stockings ;  if  we  don't  flirt, 
we  are  prudes ;  if  we  try  to  be  religious, 
they  dub  us  Quakers.  And  so  we  have 
to  hide  our  poor  virtues  as  if  they  were 
defects." 

"Ah,  if  you  are  on  Sibylla's  side,  I  am 
lost ! "  said  Walter,  with  comical  despair. 
"  There  is  nothing  for  me  but  to  'bout  ship 
and  scud." 

"  There  is  this  difference  between  us  and 
you  gentlemen,"  Sibylla  went  on  :  "  strip 
off  our  frivolity,  and  you  will  find  a  good 
deal  of  good  sense  and  good  nature,  I  hope ; 
but  when  you  are  gay  and  trifling,  you 
mean  mischief.  What  a  different  world 
this  would  be  if  some  good  genius  were 
to  reconcile  the  lips  and  hearts  of  men ! " 

"  You  judge  us  severely,"  said  Lord  Wim- 
pole,  adapting  his  tone  to  her  lively  persi- 
flage ;  "  but  do  not  deny  that  you  meet 
danger  half-way.  We  will,  but  you  wish. 
You  say  No,  but  you  are  angry  if  we  take 
you    at    your   word.       There    is    no    young 


VAUXHALL    GARDENS.  189 

maiden  en  route  for  Gretna  Green  who  has 
not  fee'd  one  of  the  postihons." 

"  What  vanity  !  "  exclaimed  Sibylla,  with 
a  fugitive  blush.  "  The  worst  of  it  is,  that 
your  gaiety  is  so  soon  eclipsed,  as  matrons 
tell  me.  It  does  not  long  survive  the  old 
slippers,  and  the  lady  is  in  Switzerland 
before  she  sees  the  Alps." 

*'  This  is  like  a  genteel  comedy,"  said 
Walter.  "  You  should  write  a  play,  Sibylla, 
and  not  squander  your  epigrams." 

"  That  would  be  to  confess  jDOverty  of 
imagination,"  rejoined  Lord  Wimpole,  who 
was  rarely  disposed  to  let  a  remark  of 
Walter's  pass  unchallenged.  "A  rich 
mind  spends  its  riches  royally ;  and  a  man 
of  true  wit  does  not  make  his  conversation 
a  rehearsal." 

"And  a  man  who  always  tries  to  sparkle 
is  generally  an  affected  being,"  added  Walter. 
"  I  care  not  for  a  conversation  which  is  like  a 
fencing-match." 

At  this  moment  an  individual  in  some- 
what squalid  attire,  wearing  a  battered  and 
greasy  three  -  cornered  hat,   and    an   ample 
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neck-tie  originally  white  but  now  soiled  and 
crumpled,  took  his  stand  at  the  entrance 
of  the  pavilion  and  gave  an  embarrassed 
cough.  Perceiving  that  the  little  party 
had  become  aware  of  his  presence,  he  re- 
moved his  hat  with  an  obsequious  bow, 
and,  advancing  a  little  nearer,  addressed 
Lord  Wimpole. 

"  Could  I  exchange  a  word  or  two  with 
your  lordship  ? "  he  asked,  deferentially. 

"  Who  may  you  be  ? "  demanded  Lord 
Wimpole,  stiffly. 

"  A  Bow  Street  officer,"  was  the  reply. 

Lord  Wimpole  rose  from  his  seat. 

"  I  hope  I  have  not  unconsciously 
committed  a  crime,"  he  said,  with  a  short 
laugh. 

Sibylla  grew  ghastly  pale,  and  looked  at 
him  with  intense  anxiety. 

Lord  Wimpole  bowed  to  his  companions 
and  followed  the  officer.  In  about  five 
minutes  he  returned  and  resumed  his 
seat. 

"  This  fellow.  Miss  Simpson,"  he  said,  with 
an    unsteady    look,     "  has     brought    me    a 
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message  regarding  the  fate  of  your  un- 
fortunate uncle." 

"Is  there  news  of  hhn  ? "  asked  Bell, 
eagerly,  and  rising  from  her  seat. 

"So  he  says.  He  informs  me  that  a  man 
answering  to  Mr  Simpson's  appearance  has 
been  picked  up  on  Paddington  Green,  some- 
what, I  regret  to  say,  the  worse  of  liquor, 
and  that  he  is  lying  ill  at  an  inn  in  that 
vicinity." 

"  I  must  go  to  him  at  once,"  said  Bell,  with 
much  concern. 

"At  this  time  of  night?"  asked  Lord 
Wimpole,  raising  his  brows. 

"Why  not ?  If  you  will  put  me  into  a 
hackney-coach,  I  shall  be  obliged." 

"You  cannot  go  alone,''  said  Walter,  per- 
emptorily. 

"  The  matter  is  easily  arranged,"  said 
Sibylla,  promptly.  "  Go  in  our  chariot,  dear, 
and  we  can  return  in  a  hackney-coach." 

"  That  would  do  very  well,"  assented  Lord 
Wimpole ;  "  but  Miss  Simpson  would  celc- 
tainly  require  a  gentleman  to  accompany 
her  ;    and  if  she  will   do  me  the  honour  of 
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accepting   my  services  as  a  supernumerary 
on  the  box " 

"  Why  should  we  not  all  go  together  ?  " 
suggested  Walter,  distrustfully. 

"  In  that  case,"  replied  Lord  Wimpole, 
coldly,  "  my  services  would  not  be  required." 

"  I  think  Lord~  Wimpole's  proposal  is 
quite  satisfactory,"  said  Sibylla,  hastily,  in 
deprecation  of  his  evident  displeasure. 

"  Then,  sir,  let  us  go  at  once,"  exclaimed 
Bell. 

Hasty  adieux  were  exchanged,  and  Bell, 
accompanied  by  Lord  Wimpole,  left  the 
pavilion,  and  with  the  help  of  a  link -boy 
found  Mr  Gordon's  carriage. 

Walter  looked  at  his  sister  with  a  clouded 
brow. 

"  You  dread  his  anger  more  than  mine," 
he  said,  bitterly. 

"Don't  be  puerile,  Walter,"  said  Sibylla, 
pettishly.  "  You  don't  suppose  Lord  Wim- 
pole meditates  an  abduction  ?  " 

•"I  don't  know  what  he  meditates,"  replied 
Walter,  ''but  that  fellow's  story  has  to  me 
an  improbable  and  sinister  look." 
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"  Pooh,  my  dear  Walter,  you  are  absurdly 
jealous !  What  harm  can  come  to  your 
Dulcinea  in  our  own  family  coach  ?  You 
don't  suppose  Gregory  could  be  bribed  ? " 

"  If  I  were  a  lady  and  Lord  Wimpole 
my  lover,  I  would  not  let  him  have  much 
of  Miss  Simpson's  society,"  replied  her 
brother. 

Sibylla  grew  pale,  glanced  interrogatively 
at  Walter,  and  then  with  a  dark  look  rose 
from  her  seat. 

Meanwhile  Lord  Wimpole  having  piloted 
Bell  through  the  throng  towards  the  exit 
from  the  gardens,  and  having  found  Mr 
Gordon's  family  coach,  explained  matters 
to  Gregory,  the  coachman.  He  then  as- 
sisted Bell  into  the  coach,  and  having  done 
so,  mounted  to  the  box. 

The  vehicle,  drawn  by  two  powerful  and 
spirited  horses,  was  soon  moving  at  a  rapid 
rate,  which  was,  however,  all  too  slow  for 
Bell's  anxious  ruminations. 

A  very  long  time,  as  it  seemed  to  the 
impatient  girl,  had  elapsed,  when  suddenly 
the     coach     stopped.       Bell     pulled     down 
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one  of  the  sashes  and  looked  out.  Lord 
Wimpole  was  standing  at  the  carriage 
door. 

*'  This  is  the  place,  Miss  Bell.  Let  me 
assist  you  to  alight." 

"  How  dark  it  is  ! "  she  exclaimed,  in  an 
oppressed  tone. 

"Ay,  very  dark,"  he  assented,  in  a  low 
voice. 

A  door  opened,  and  a  flood  of  light  streamed 
out  upon  the  road. 

"Just  wait  for  us,  Gregory,"  said  Lord 
Wimpole. 

"  Yes,  your  Honour,"  said  the  coachman. 

A  sign-board  was  swinging  and  creaking 
dismally  above  the  entrance  of  the  building, 
and  a  shaft  of  light  now  and  then  gave  a 
glimpse  of  a  stag's  head  garnished  with  a 
lavish  superfluity  of  antlers. 

"  Pray  follow  me.  Miss  Bell,"  said  Lord 
Wimpole,  and  entering  the  inn,  he  led  the 
way  up  a  flight  of  wooden  stairs.  A  stout 
kindly  -  looking  landlady  with  a  lamp  in 
her   hand   met   them   on   the   landing,  and 
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conducted  them  to  a  large  apartment, 
in  which  a  comfortable  fire  was  burning. 
Then  she  silently  retired,  after  bestowing 
upon  Bell  a  demurely  smiling  and  admiring 
look. 
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CHAPTER  XLII. 

THE   SHADOW    OF   NEMESIS. 

"  Pray  take  a  seat  by  the  fire,"  said  Lord 
Wimpole  to  his  young  companion,  with  a 
tender  look  and  a  caressing  inflection  in  the 
tones  of  his  voice. 

"  Should  we  not ?  "  Bell  began. 

"  Patience,  my  dear  Isabel.  Simpson  is 
doubtless  as  well  as  he  has  any  right  to 
be.  It  is  bad  art  to  complicate  a  fine  situ- 
ation. And  how  charming  this  is !  It 
suggests  domesticity." 

Leaning  forward,  he  took  her  hand  and 
gently  chafed  it. 

"  How  cool  your  hand  is  !  cool  and  white 
as  a  lily — 'tis  a  sign  of  a  sound  heart,  in 
which  the  arteries  do  not  play  a  losing 
game  with  the  veins." 


THE   SHADOW   OF   NEMESIS.  197 

"  But,  sir,  all  this  is  dreadfully  irrele- 
vant," objected  Bell,  gently  removing  her 
hand. 

"  Give  me  leave  again.  Oh,  you  en- 
chanting girl,  I  can  think  of  nothing  but 
you  at  present !  I  only  get  fugitive  glimp- 
ses of  you.  You  are  a  mere  Undine,  a 
Will-o'-the-wisp.  What  a  teasing  creature 
a  woman  is  !  How  fragile  and  slight,  but 
lo !  coarse  man  must  respect  the  majesty 
of  will  enshrined  within  her  delicate  frame. 
At  a  yard's  distance  she  may  be  as  far 
away  as  Cassiopeia.  And  it  seems  to  me 
that  you  have  been  receding  from  me  of 
late.  Perchance  you  have  been  making 
comparisons.  I  know  I  cannot  compete  in 
looks  with  the  gallant  boy  who  loves  you. 
I  speak  for  the  moment  as  your  guardian. 
And  even  if  I  did  not  love  you  I  would 
reason  with  you.  For  a  sailor  is  only  a 
nominal  husband.  He  is  away  from  home 
for  long  weary  months.  A  sailor's  wife 
has  a  short  summer  and  a  polar  winter. 
Her  husband  is  a  succession  of  husbands, 
now  bronzed,  now  bleached  ;    each   time   he 
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returns  variegated  with  a  new  scar ;  and 
in  his  final  appearance,  perchance  hobbhng 
to  his  wife's  embraces  on  a  wooden  leg. 
He  does  not  come  home,  indeed ;  he  merely 
puts  into  a  dry  dock  to  refit.  So  I  would 
speak  as  your  guardian." 

"It  is  not  necessary,  my  lord.  But  in 
the  meantime,  what  about  Mr  Simpson  ? " 

Lord  Wimpole  laughed,  almost  gaily. 

"  Oh,  dear ! "  he  exclaimed,  ruefully. 
"  Still  harping  on  her  uncle  ! " 

"But,  sir,  you  forget  our  errand ;  and  is 
it  not  ungenerous  to  make  it  a  stalking- 
horse  ? " 

"Alas,  my  dear,  I  cannot  afford  to  be 
generous !  Come,  do  not  grudge  me  this 
little  interview.  For,  look  you,  young 
ladies  are  as  inaccessible  as  if  they  were 
shut  up  in  a  fortress.  They  are  sur- 
rounded by  a  moat  of  cold  propriety,  de- 
fended by  chevaux  -  de  -frise  of  etiquette, 
and  God  knows  how  many  barriers  besides. 
I  may  not  see  you,  for  example,  at  Manhym 
House,  or  at  Curzon  Street  with  four  jealous 
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eyes  on  the  watch.  And  so  I  have  to  steal 
an  interview  and  invent  an  opportunity." 

"  Invent  an  opportunity  ?  "  repeated  Bell, 
rising  to  her  feet  and  growing  pale  with 
sudden  alarm.  "  You  surely  do  not  mean 
that  Mr  Simpson  is  not  here — that  you  have 
imposed  upon  me  ?  " 

"  Nay,  there  is  no  occasion  for  alarm,  my 
dearest  Isabel.  The  coach  is  at  the  door ; 
Gregory  sits  on  the  box  in  all  his  wooden 
placidity.  This  is  not  the  first  stage  on 
the  road  to  Gretna  Green.  Pray  sit  down 
again  and  let  me  have  my  say." 

"  But,  sir,  I  demand  to  know  if  this  is  a 
base  stratagem  ? "  In  her  indignant  alarm 
the  proud  distinction  of  her  features  traced 
itself  in  keener  delineation. 

"It  is  not  a  base  stratagem,"  he  replied, 
with  a  quick  flush,  and  accenting  the 
epithet. 

"  But  it  is  a  trick,  a  snare "  she  went 

on,  breathlessly.  "  Ah,  I  never  expected  this 
from  you ! " 

And  she  burst  into  tears. 
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Stepping  lightly  forward,  he  gently  re- 
moved her  hands  from  her  face  and  kissed 
the  moistened  palms  again  and  again. 

"  I  claim  your  forgiveness,  sweetheart,  for 
more  than  this,"  he  said. 

"Allov/  me  to  go  at  once,"  she  sobbed. 
"  Oh,  if  you  could  do  this,  what  am  I  to 
expect  from  other  men  ? " 

"It  is  the  last  indignity,  the  very  last ; 
hereafter  no  man  shall  fail  in  his  respect  for 
you  without  my  vengeance.  But  you  will 
not  condemn  me  unheard,  I  trow." 

"  I  know  your  eloquence,  sir,  but  I  also 
know  that  you  have  compromised  my  good 
name.  But  if  you  think  of  winning  me 
by  making  me  not  worth  the  winning,  you 
are  all  astray  in  your  reckoning.  Farewell, 
my  lord ;  I  shall  try  to  forgive  you." 

''  Nay,  my  dearest  Isabel,  you  must  listen 
to  me,  for  I  have  much  to  disclose.  Even 
if  you  had  no  love  for  me,  you  would  wish 
at  least  to  learn  the  mystery  of  your  birth 
and  origin.  And  yet  I  am  vastly  mistaken 
if  you  do  not  desire  still  more  fervently  my 
exculpation.     May  I  once  more  entreat  you 
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to  sit  down  and  give  me  a  hearing?  You 
were  not  safer  in  your  mother's  arms  than 
you  will  be  with  me." 

"  What  can  a  weak  girl  do  but  submit  ? " 
said  Bell,  sinking  back  into  her  chair. 

Lord  Wimpole  paced  up  and  down  the 
room  a  few  times,  and  then  stood  gazing  at 
her  with  his  hands  behind  his  back. 

"  In  defending  one's  self  to  a  woman,  dear 
Isabel,  a  man  is  often  in  doubt  whether  he 
should  address  himself  to  her  head  or  to  her 
heart.  But  perchance  it  is  best  to  win  one's 
case  in  both  the  inner  and  the  outer  court. 
Are  you  superstitious,  sweetheart  ? " 

*'  All  women  are,  I  think." 

"  Well,  I  have  had  for  some  time  a  sinister 
misgiving  that  I  was  destined  to  lose  you. 
You  have  seemed  to  be  drifting  away  from 
me.  And  I  cannot  bear  to  lose  you.  There- 
fore I  resolved  to  bring  things  to  a  crisis — to 
make  fortune  stand  and  deliver.  For  it  ap- 
pears to  me  that  I  have  no  time  to  await  the 
slow  shaping  of  circumstances.  I  know  not 
if  you  have  ever  read  Marvel's  most  marvel- 
lous poem  '  To  his  Coy  Mistress '  ?  " 
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"  No,  sir,  I  have  not." 

"  Then  hsten,   dearest ;    it  is  worth  your 

while  : — 

'  Had  we  but  world  enough  and  time, 
This  coyness,  lady,  were  no  crime. 
We  would  sit  down,  and  think  which  way 
To  walk,  and  pass  our  long  love's  day.' 

Then  he  goes  on  to  point  the  antithesis  : — 

'  But  at  my  back  I  always  hear 
Time's  winged  chariot  hurrying  near ; 
And  yonder  all  before  us  lie 
Deserts  of  vast  eternity.' 

And  at  the  close  he  applies  the  moral : — 

'  Let  us  roll  all  our  strength  and  all 
Our  sweetness  up  into  one  ball, 
And  tear  our  pleasures  with  rough  strife 
Thorough  the  iron  gates  of  life.' 

What  think  you  of  these  strenuous  lines, 
Isabel?" 

"  They  seem  to  me  the  language  of  un- 
reflecting passion." 

"  And  rightly  so ;  for  passion,  if  sincere 
and  intense,  is  its  own  justification.  Is 
love  to  have  no  heroism  ?  The  very  frenzy 
of  love  is  wisdom  in  the  eye  of  nature.     But 
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to  come  down  to  a  lower  level  of  thinking. 
I  have  been  driven  to  use  this  sweet  com- 
pulsion." 

'^  If  you  had  anything  important  to  tell 
me,  could  you  not  have  written  ? " 

"  What  I  have  to  say  needs  the  attesta- 
tion of  look  and  tone.  Moreover,  I  could 
not  write  down  in  cold  blood  the  explana- 
tions I  have  to  make.  A  letter  at  the  best 
is  a  poor  succedaneum  for  speech.  Writing 
is  a  Punic,  and  therefore  a  deceitful,  in- 
vention. And  again,  written  protestation, 
unsupported  by  looks  and  tones  of  cogent 
sincerity,  sounds  like  affectation.  Finally, 
letters  go  astray  or  fall  into  strangers' 
hands." 

"You  are  never  at  a  loss  for  an  argu- 
ment, my  lord,"  said  Bell,  bitterly.  "  But 
how  am  I  to  explain  my  absence  in  your 
company  ? " 

"  The  pretext  that  brought  you  will 
justify  you." 

"If  I  adopt  it  —  which  truth  forbids  me 
to  do." 

"  I  anticipated  this  objection.     But  there 
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is  a  better  alternative.  Why  should  you 
return  to  town  at  all,  till  you  please  ? 
What  explanation  need  you  give,  when 
you  are  my  honoured,  my  idolised  wife  ? " 

"Your  wife?"  repeated  Bell,  with  flaming 
cheeks. 

"  Yes,  my  wife.  'Tis  easy  to  get  wed  if 
we  consent  to  forego  the  irritating  and 
pedantic  formalities  exacted  by  society.  I 
mean  of  course  validly  wed,  for  you  do 
not  suppose  I  would  inveigle  you  into  a 
mock-marriage?  You  have  no  such  suspi- 
cion, dear?" 

"  No,  for  you  can  divine  that  it  would 
kill  me.  But  I  have  never  promised  to 
wed  you,  my  lord." 

''It  is  understood  ;  it  is  the  simple  postu- 
late of  all  our  reasoning  to-night." 

"  But  even  if  I  were  to  give  you  my  poor 
self,  nothing  could  less  become  you  than  a 
hasty  and  stolen  marriage." 

''  How  is  it  becoming  that  the  sacred 
union  of  two  consenting  hearts  should  be 
profaned  by  publicity?  Why  should  we 
not  skip  the  mummery  and  parade  that  rob 
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marriage  of  its  sweet  and  simple  dignity  ? 
Is  he  the  most  sincere  worshipper  who  prays 
at  the  corner  of  the  streets  ?  And  love  is 
worship.  The  truest  piety  hid  itself  in  the 
catacombs  of  Rome.  Take  mystery  from 
religion,  and  what  do  you  leave  ?  But 
both  marriage  and  death  show  in  the  rites 
connected  with  them  the  traditional  effect 
of  Catholic  practice,  which  has  always  leaned 
towards  ostentation,  formality,  and  tinsel." 

"  Yet,  my  lord,  what  is  so  solemn  may 
well  be  solemnly  performed.  Nay,  I  am 
not  making  terms  with  you.  But  you 
made  me  a  promise  that  you  would  reVeal 
my  origin  in  due  time.  Has  not  that  time 
come  ? " 

"Yes,  and  that  is  the  main  reason  for 
our  interview.  But,  oh,  my  dear,  I  tremble 
before  the  possible  issue  of  that  revelation  ! 
For,  to  a  superficial  critic,  I  have  wronged 
you — deeply  wronged  you." 

"  You  will  have  some  difficulty  in  making 
me  believe  that,"  said  Bell.  "  Until  to-night 
I  would  have  had  no  difficulty  in  disbeliev- 
ing it." 
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"  Ah,  but,  my  dear  Isabel,  the  impropriety 
^  is  a  slight  one,  for  you  are  my  kinswoman, 
and  your  honour  is  mine." 

Bell  rose  to  her  feet,  and  with  clasped 
hands  and  dilated  eyes  gazed  at  him  in  a 
kind  of  stupor. 

'^Yes,  my  kinswoman,  and  so  dear  to  me 
by  a  double  tie." 

"  This,  then,  was  the  secret  which  you 
offered  to  tell  me  ? "  Bell  said,  in  low  and 
thrilling  tones.  "  Oh,  I  bless  God  for  this  ! 
Now  my  joy  in  life  begins.  You  my  kins- 
man !  Oh,  I  thank  you  for  your  stratagem  1 
I  can  speak  to  you  now  without  restraint. 
And  what  may  I  call  you,  my  dear  lord  ? " 

"  Alas,  my  dear,  my  confession  is  not 
made.  For  have  I  not  basely  concealed 
this  from  you,  and  suffered  you  to  chafe 
under  humiliation  these  many  years?  Oh, 
my  dear  cousin,  enlarge  your  heart  to 
forgive  me,  for  I  cannot  forgive  myself ! " 

"  The  reasons  you  had  were  good,  I  do 
not  doubt,"  said  Bell,  with  a  radiant  smile. 

"A  man  like  me  can  always  find  reasons 
for   what   he   does   or   forbears   to   do.     Do 
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not  leap  to  conclusions.  Be  not  too  credu- 
lous. Your  forgiveness  will  be  sweeter  to 
me  than  your  faith  can  be." 

She  held  out  her  hands  to  him  with  a 
smile,  half-  shy,  half-  tender  ;  and  he  took 
them  and  pressed  them  to  his  lips. 

"  Well,  well,  you  shall  judge  for  yourself," 
he  said,  with  a  sigh. 

'^Now  I  shall  state  first  my  indictment 
against  myself  I  have  concealed  from 
every  one  the  fact  that  you  are  the  lawful 
daughter  of  the  deceased  Lord  Wimpole, 
my  cousin.  Your  name  is  Isabel  Caroline 
Fleming.  Your  father  contracted  a  secret 
marriage  (for  which  I  do  not  blame  him) 
with  a  beautiful  and  accomplished  operatic 
singer,  who  died  when  you  were  five  years 
old.  She  committed  you  to  my  charge, 
and  I  induced  Mrs  Simpson  to  take  you 
into  her  family  and  recognise  you  as  her 
niece.  That  she  has  affectionately  treated 
you  I  do  not  doubt,  but  that  her  husband 
has  acted  towards  you  with  the  respect, 
considerate  care,  and  regard  for  your  com- 
fort which    I    expected    and   stipulated   for, 
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is  by  no  means  so  certain.  That  is  the 
indictment  —  how  sinister  it  sounds  1  and 
I  can't  conceive  how  I  have  had  the  courage 
to  formulate  it.  For  when  you  should 
have  occupied  a  proud  position,  you  have 
suffered  all  the  slights,  indignities,  and 
humiliation  which  belong  to  a  lowly  station. 
Why  do  you  not  look  at  me  with  frowning 
suspicion  ? " 

"  I  have  always  in  my  heart  trusted  you. 
May  I  call  you  cousin  ? " 

''  Call  me  Nicholas,  or  cousin,  or  what 
you  will.  As  you  will  have  to  call  me 
Nicholas  all  your  life,  I  hope,  you  had 
better  begin  so." 

"  Pray  proceed,  dear  cousin,"  said  Bell, 
with  a  blush  and  a  smile.  ''But  I  am 
sure  this  is  a  dream.  Only,  if  so,  may  I 
never  wake  again  !  " 

"It  is  no  dream,  it  is  the  absolute  truth, 
of  which  you  shall  have  the  most  ample 
evidence.  You  have  heard  the  indictment 
— now  for  the  rebutting  plea.  Your  grand- 
mother. Lady  Wimpole,  was  a  very  haughty 
aristocratic    lady  —  she    died    last   year,    I 
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should  explain,  at  a  venerable  age — died,  did 
I  say  ?  it  is  too  human  a  word ;  she  retired 
majestically  to  her  family  vault.  Now  she 
never  would  have  recognised  your  father  s 
marriage,  which  would  have  seemed  to  her 
a  degrading  match.  What !  recognise  a 
low  -  born  interloper  into  the  adytum  of 
the  peerage !  When  I  say  low  -  born,  I 
only  mean  relatively  ;  your  mother  belonged 
to  an  honourable  family.  And  it  ap- 
peared to  me  that  your  lot  would  have 
been  a  most  unhappy  one.  You  would  have 
been  regarded  as  an  incarnate  stigma,  the 
badge  and  token  of  disgrace  and  degeneracy. 
Alas  !  can  one  wonder  at  revolutions  when 
such  base  and  insolent  superstitions  exist ! 
But  there  was  a  further  complication.  Your 
father  had  in  early  youth  been  affianced 
to  his  cousin  Arabella,  a  young  woman  of 
a  most  passionate  and  vindictive  disposi- 
tion, who  is  now  confined  in  a  lunatic 
asylum  as  a  dangerous  maniac.  I  feared, 
nor  do  I  think  my  fears  were  baseless, 
that  your  life  even  might  not  be  safe,  if 
you    were    introduced    into    the    circle     of 

VOL.  III.  o 
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your  relatives,  and  brought  into  contact 
with  her." 

''  Enough,  cousin,"  said  Bell,  holding  out 
her  hands  once  more  to  Nicholas.  "You 
acted  thoughtfully,  wisely,  and  kindly.  The 
indictment  is  quashed,  totally  quashed.  Ah, 
I  always  believed  that  you  were  the  best 
of  men,  whatever  might  be  said,  and  what- 
ever might  be  inferred  from  your  sometimes 
stern  and  forbidding  manners.  Then  it 
was  you  who  one  dark  night  carried  me, 
wrapped  snugly  up  in  a  mantle, — how  ten- 
derly you  carried  me,  and  soothed  my  fears  ! 
— and  brought  me  to  the  motherly  creature 
who  welcomed  me  so  affectionately  ? " 

''  Yes,  it  was  I,  and  alas  !  it  points  the 
disparity  of  our  age." 

*'  How  foolishly  you  talk,  with  all  your 
wisdom!"  she  exclaimed.  ''What  raw  youth 
could  have  acted  as  you  have  done  ?  Ah, 
my  dear  kinsman,  ask  what  you  will  of  me, 
I  shall  never  say  you  nay  ! " 

She  covered  her  face  with  her  hands  to 
hide  the  tears  that  trickled  down  her 
cheeks.     He  rose  from  his  seat   uncontrol- 
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lably  agitated,  and  falling  at  her  feet,  put 
his  arm  round  her  neck  and  rested  his  head 
upon  her  pure  and  throbbing  bosom. 

^'  Priceless,  generous  girl ! "  he  said,  in 
broken  accents.  "  I  would  be  a  wretch 
if  I  did  not  strive  by  a  life's  devotion  to 
recompense  your  divine  trust  in  me.  I 
dare  not  in  this  solemn  moment  aver  that 
my  motives  were  all  as  unselfish  as  your 
lofty  nature  deems  them.  The  past  has 
grown  dim ;  and  perhaps  some  leaven  of 
self-seeking  lay  hid  in  my  mind,  till  I 
came  to  know  and  love  you.  But  I  will 
not  be  outdone  in  generosity.  I  shall 
reveal  the  whole  mystery,  and  let  friend 
and  foe  judge  me.  And  if  the  hard  censure 
of  the  world  condemns  me,  I  shall  come 
to  you  as  the  final  court  of  appeal,  and 
pray  and  hope  to  be  absolved.  Whatever 
my  errors,  I  have  loved  and  do  love  you 
more  than  my  poor  tongue  can  tell." 

"  You  will  always  find  me  your  defender, 
dear  kinsman  —  to  have  a  kinsman,  and 
such  a  kinsman,  how  ineffably  sweet !  And 
as  for  revealing  the  past,  and  throwing  your 
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character  to  the  wolves — never  speak  of  it ! 
I  shall  not  endure  it.  The  world  is  prone 
to  evil  judgments,  and  does  not  know  you 
as  I  do." 

"  This  is  too  much  ! "  he  said,  rising  to 
his  feet,  his  features  convulsed  with  emo- 
tion. "  Surely  there  is  mercy  in  heaven 
when  a  human  heart  is  capable  of  such 
goodness.     Oh,  what  an  angel  you  are  ! " 

"  Only  a  woman,  Nicholas,  for  I  have 
now  left  my  girlhood  behind.  I  have  a 
name,  I  have  a  kinsman,  a  friend,  a  lover ! 
Oh,  dear  Lord  of  all,  I  thank  Thee,  I  bless 
and  adore  Thee  1 " 

She  sank  upon  her  knees,  holding  out 
her  hand  for  him  to  clasp,  and  her  lips 
moved  as  if  in  silent  thanksgiving.  What 
whirling  thoughts  and  feelings  agitated  his 
complex  nature,  it  would  be  impossible  to 
tell.  Then  she  rose,  and  looked  upon  him 
with  a  tender  smile. 

"  This  has  been  a  trying  scene  for  you, 
Isabel,"  he  said,  ''  and  the  tumult  of  emotion 
cannot  but  have  stunned  your  judgment. 
But  cool  reason  will  reassert  itself  ere  long. 
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Let  it  have  due  weight  ;  but  put  in  the 
opposite  scale  your  charitable  thoughts, 
and  above  all  the  conviction  of  my  most 
devoted  love.  And  in  a  word,  as  poor 
Hamlet  says  — '  Nymph,  in  thy  orisons  be 
all  my  sins  remembered.' " 

"  Nay,  my  dear  kinsman,"  she  replied, 
playfully,  "  your  penitential  candle  is  burnt 
down  to  the  last  inch.  If  you  have  wronged 
me,  I  have  still  heart  enough  to  forgive 
you.  And  now  take  me  back  to  Curzon 
Street.     You  see  how  bold  I  am  become." 

*'  Bold  enough  to  take  me  as  your  lover 
and  your  husband  ?  " 

"  Bold  enough  even  for  that ! " 

He  bent  his  head  and  kissed  her  on  the 
lips.     Her  cheeks  flamed  a  vivid  crimson. 

"  Not  yet  bold  enough  for  that,  dear 
Nicholas ! "  she  said,  then  archly  added, 
"  but  '  sufferance  is  the  badge  of  all  our 
tribe.'" 

They  left  the  inn,  after  Lord  Wimpole 
had  had  a  short  conversation  with  the 
landlady,  and  took  their  place  in  the  coach, 
Lord  Wimpole  assuming  a  lover's  privilege 
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and  seating  himself  at  Bell's  side.  They 
were  silent  for  some  time  as  the  heavy 
vehicle  trundled  along.     Then  Bell  spoke — 

"  You  said,  dear  Nicholas,  my  '  deceased 
father.'     When  did  he  die?" 

"Many  long  years  ago.  He  was  ship- 
wrecked on  a  desert  island,  and  perished. 
But  I  shall  fill  up  the  gaps  in  my  story 
at  some  other  time.  This  is  a  wearisome 
journey  for  you.  I  wish  you  were  back 
at  Curzon  Street." 

"  Nay,  I  am  very  happy.  It  is  only  now 
that  I  know  happiness." 

"  That  is  well.  Now  I,  having  won  my 
bride,  have  become  strangely  timid  and 
apprehensive.  If  the  gods  are  jealous,  now 
is  their  time  for  Nemesis.  But  I  would  be 
remorseless  with  a  human  foe." 

"  There  is  no  danger,  is  there  ?  " 

"  No  special  danger.  But  we  are  near 
Blackheath,  and  on  a  night  so  dark  as  this 
the  Knights  of  the  Boad  are  sometimes  on 
the  prowl.  But  I  have  my  good  sword, 
and  a  pair  of  barkers  ;  and  I  shall  e'en  have 
them  handy,  with  your  permission." 

So    saying,    he    took   from   his   pocket   a 
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pair    of  pistols,    and    placed    them    on    the 
seat  in  front  of  him. 

"They    will    serve    as    a    talisman;    for. 
danger  comes  to  those  who  are  unprepared. 
All  the  same,   you  would  have  been   more 
comfortable  at  the  Stag's  Head." 

"  You  naughty  precipitate  man,  I  believe 
you  wished  me  to  stay  there,  that  you 
might  marry  me  off-hand." 

'^  Indeed  I  wished  it ;  but  I  might  have 
known  better.  No  girl  like  you  was  ever 
captured  by  a    coup  de  main.  " 

"  I  don't  know  French,  Nicholas." 

"You  lose  little,  my  dear.  Yes,  I  was 
prepared  for  any  emergency,  —  absolute  or 
qualified  acceptance,  rejection,  sorrow,  dis- 
dain, indignation.  What  man  knows  what 
a  woman  will  do  at  a  crisis  ? " 

"What  is  that?"  Bell  exclaimed,  with 
sudden  alarm. 

The  coach  had  stopped  with  a  violent 
jerk,  an  exclamation  of  rage  and  alarm 
seemed  to  proceed  from  Gregory,  and  the 
report  of  a  pistol,  answered  by  a  horse's 
shrill  scream  of  agony,  rang  out  upon  the 
night." 
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"  Highwaymen  !  "  said  Lord  Wimpole  with 
fierce  abruptness,  and  instantaneously  clutch- 
ing his  pistols.  Almost  simultaneously  the 
door  of  the  carriage  was  opened,  and  a  man 
appeared,  pistol  in  hand,  and  with  the  upper 
portion  of  his  face  concealed  by  a  mask. 
Lord  Wimpole,  doubtless  by  experience,  knew 
the  importance  of  promptitude  at  such  a 
juncture,  for  no  sooner  did  the  man  appear 
than  he  discharged  his  pistol  at  him.  The 
robber  staggered,  wheeled  round  on  his 
heels  as  on  a  pivot,  and  sank  with  a  groan 
to  the  ground.  Lord  Wimpole  then  sprang 
out  of  the  coach,  and  whipped  out  his  rapier. 
He  grasped  the  situation  at  a  glance.  One 
of  the  horses  had  fallen  and  lay  motionless  ; 
the  remaining  horse,  half  frantic  with  terror, 
had  its  head  held  by  a  masked  highwayman ; 
while  Gregory  was  vigorously  defending 
himself  with  his  whip  against  a  third 
assailant,  w^ho,  armed  with  a  hanger,  was 
endeavouring  to  climb  upon  the  box  at  the 
moment  when  Lord  Wimpole  issued  from 
the  coach.  The  infuriated  nobleman  in- 
stantly rushed  forward  and  ran  him  through 
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the  body,  exclaiming  with  fierce  malignity, 
"  Dead,  for  a  ducat !  "  The  wretch  uttered 
a  piercing  shriek,  and  fell  back  with  a 
bubbling  groan.  The  remaining  highway- 
man, appalled  by  the  double  catastrophe, 
relinquished  his  hold  of  the  horse's  head, 
and  plunging  into  a  copse  by  the  side  of 
the  road,  disappeared. 

"  Are  you  wounded,  Gregory  ? "  asked 
Lord  Wimpole,  anxiously. 

"  A  mere  scratch  on  the  left  arm,  your 
Honour,"  was  the  reply ;  "  but  if  your  lord- 
ship had  not  been  so  quick,  I  ran  the  chance 
of  having  my  weasand  slit." 

Lord  Wimpole  returned  to  Bell,  who  was 
leaning  half  out  of  the  coach  in  a  state 
of  frantic  alarm. 

*'  The  danger  is  over,  dear,"  he  said, 
quietly. 

"  You  are  not  injured  ?  " 

*'  Not  a  scratch.  Fate  is  foiled  once 
more." 

At  that  moment  the  distant  rumble  of 
wheels  smote  his  ears. 
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"  A  PHETTY  kettle  of  fish,  Gregory  ! "  said 
Lord  Wimpole,  returning  to  the  coachman. 

"A  devil  of  a  mess,  saving  your  pres- 
ence ! "  replied  Gregory.  "  If  you  would 
hold  the  horse's  head  till  I  get  down — he 
is  jumping  mad  with  excitement." 

Lord  Wimpole  did  as  he  was  requested, 
and  patted  and  soothed  the  terrified  animal, 
which  was  trembling  in  every  limb.  His 
presence  seemed  to  have  a  magnetic  effect, 
for  the  poor  beast  with  a  low  whimpering 
sound  thrust  its  head  into  his  bosom,  as 
if  imploring  protection.  Meanwhile  Gregory 
proceeded  to  extricate  the  dead  horse  from 
the  entanglement  of  traces,  reins,  girths, 
and  straps  in  which  it  was  involved. 
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"A  coach  is  coming  up,  Gregory,"  said 
Lord  Wimpole.  "  We  shall  probably  be 
able  to  get  assistance." 

"Ay,  or  curses  for  blocking  the  way. 
Now  she's  clear,  my  lord.  Back  her 
gently,  sir." 

Grasping  the  spokes  of  the  near  wheel, 
he  helped  Lord  Wimj)ole  to  push  the  car- 
riage backwards  for  a  few  yards. 

By  this  time  the  approaching  vehicle 
loomed  in  view,  advancing  at  a  rapid  pace. 
Gregory  hallooed,  and  the  driver  pulled  up. 
A  man  dismounted  from  the  box  and  stood 
irresolutely  at  the  horses'  heads.  Then  'the 
door  of  the  coach  opened,  and  a  couple  of 
men  emerged  from  it.  One  of  the  two, 
a  powerful  athletic  figure,  came  running 
forward  and  cried  in  a  bold  firm  voice — 

''What's  the  matter?" 

Lord  Wimpole  started,  and  gazed  in 
amazement  at  the  speaker. 

"  What,  ho  !  'tis  my  old  friend  Andrew 
Prosser.     Well  met ! " 

"  Lord  Wimpole  !  Have  a  care  !  Draw 
your  rapier,  for  God's  sake  ! "  replied  Andrew 
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in  a  low  voice.  "  Here  comes  the  avenger 
of  blood!" 

"  Good  God  !  who  ?  " 

''  Your  cousin !  Have  a  care,  my  lord ! 
You  stand  upon  the  razor's  edge.  Be  on 
your  guard.  He's  fit  to  kill  you.  Try  to 
disarm  him." 

"  Who  speaks  of  Lord  Wimpole  ?  "  asked 
a  stern  voice,  and  Mr  Wayte  came  in  view 
with  his  rapier  drawn. 

The  lamps  of  the  coaches  cast  zones  of 
light  around  the  gathering  group,  and  the 
chiaro-oscuro  of  the  scene  seemed  to  suit 
the  character  and  relations  of  the  actors  in 
the  little  drama. 

Lord  Wimpole  at  once  recognised  his 
cousin,  and  uttered  a  laugh  of  cruel  exulta- 
tion. 

"  Aha  !  Nicholas  !     Well  met ! " 

"  Ralph  ! "  muttered  Nicholas,  making  a 
sudden  gesture  of  despair. 

"  Pray,  sirs,  M^hat  is  the  meaning  of 
this  ? "  asked  a  gentle  melodious  voice ;  and 
Bell  came  forward,  looking  anxiously  from 
side  to  side. 
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"  Who  are  you,  madam  ? "  demanded 
Lord  Wimpole,  harshly.  "  Who  are  you  ? 
Come  mto  the  hght,  unless  you  fear  the 
light." 

"  Who  is  this  insolent  man,  Nicholas  ? " 
Bell  asked,  linking  her  arm  within  her 
lover's. 

"  For  God's  sake,  come  away.  Miss  Bell," 
Andrew  entreated  in  a  low  tone  of  con- 
sternation.    "  This  is  no  place  for  you." 

"  What !  is  this  my  daughter  ? "  Lord 
Wimpole  almost  screamed.  Then  he  ad- 
dressed her  in  low  hissing  tones — 

'^  Are  you  married  to  this  devil,  you  poor 
fool?" 

''  It  appears  I  owe  you  civiUty  and 
respect,"  she  replied,  with  disdainful  bitter- 
ness, '^  and  therefore  I  answ^er  your  out- 
rageous question.  No,  I  am  not  yet  married 
to  this  dear  gentleman." 

"  Dear  devil ! "  cried  Lord  Wimpole,  carried 
apparently  by  his  fury  beyond  all  recol- 
lection of  his  own  dignity.  "  You  shall 
never  marry  him,  wanton  ! " 

Nicholas,      after      gently      leading      Bell 
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aside,  drew  his  rapier,  his  features  con- 
vulsed with  sudden  fury.  Lord  Wimpole 
made  a  forward  lunge  with  his  weapon, 
but  Andrew,  who  had  been  keenly  watching 
his  every  look  and  movement,  caught  his 
arm. 

"  Unhand  me,  Prosser  !  "  cried  Lord  Wim- 
pole. "  Unhand  me,  if  you  value  your 
life  !  " 

"  My  life  !  "  exclaimed  Andrew,  with  equal 
excitement;  "I  care  not  a  docken  for  my 
life,  but  I  shall  not  let  you  commit 
murder." 

"Who  talks  of  murder,  officious  fool?" 
stormed  Lord  Wimpole,  struggling  violently 
in  Andrew's  grasp.     "  Let  go  !  let  go  ! " 

"  Hoots,  man,  canny,  canny  !  Well,  if  you 
will  have  it,  so  be  it."  And  he  angrily 
wrenched  the  weapon  out  of  Lord  Wimpole's 
hand. 

"  My  lord,  you  forget  yourself,"  he  said, 
indignantly.  "  A  lady  is  present,  and  if 
there  must  be  a  duel,  let  it  be  according  to 
the  rules  of  that  sinful  game." 

"  Besides,"  added   Nicholas,  thrusting   his 
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weapon  back  into  its  sheath  and  smiling 
grimly,  *'  business  before  pleasure  !  We  must 
clear  the  road.  Here  are  two  knaves  who 
have  got  their  mittimus ;  and  there  is  a 
dead  horse.  Quite  a  quantity  of  carrion 
lying  about !  Andrew,  old  friend,  oblige  me 
by  seeing  whether  the  scoundrels  are  really 
sped.  And  you,  Gregory  and  Simpson — come 
forward,  my  retiring  friend,  I  recognise  your 
incendiary  locks — drag  the  dead  animal  to 
the  side  of  the  road." 

Meanwhile  Lord  Wimpole  stood  gazing  at 
his  daughter  with  distorted  features,  motion- 
less and  menacing  as  the  statue  of  the  Com- 
manditore.  Her  tense  and  pallid  face,  with 
its  challenging  gaze  of  defiant  scorn,  showed 
a  strange  and  pathetic  likeness  to  his  own. 

"  One  of  the  men  is  stone  -  dead,"  said 
Andrew,  coming  back.  "  The  other  has  the 
death-ruckle  in  his  throat." 

"It  is  well,"  said  Nicholas,  carelessly ; 
"  we  have  anticipated  the  hangman's  office. 
The  poor  fools  have  got  their  deserts." 

''As  you  shall  get  yours,"  said  Lord 
Wimpole. 
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Nicholas  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

^'  Bad  taste  !  bad  taste  !  "  he  replied,  with 
a  sneer.  "  The  conduct  of  a  quarrel  is  the 
sure  test  of  a  gentleman.  Now,  friends, 
enemies,  and  neutrals,"  he  went  on,  with  an 
air  of  ghastly  merriment,  "  I  propose  that 
we  return  to  the  inn  which  I  quitted  a  short 
while  ago.  When  we  have  reached  it,  I 
shall  be  ready  to  give  any  explanation  that 
may  be  demanded." 

The  suggestion  was  tacitly  accepted. 
Nicholas  assisted  Bell  into  the  coach,  which 
now  advanced  at  a  walking  pace,  drawn  by 
the  single  horse  ;  Lord  Wimpole,  with  a  back- 
ward glance  of  malignant  scorn,  re-entered 
his  own  conveyance ;  and  the  remainder  of 
the  party  walked  slowly  along  the  road. 

"  So  you  have  returned  to  this  sadly  mis- 
governed country,  Mr  Prosser,"  said  Nicholas, 
with  strange  and  disquieting  composure, 
"  after,  no  doubt,  an  Iliad  of  woes — or  should 
I  say,  an  Odyssey  of  adventures  ?  " 

"  Both,  my  lord — I  mean " 

"  Fleming  is  my  name." 

*^Ah,  sir,  this  is  a  bad  business!     Never 
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mind  my  paltry  concerns.  I  am  grieved  to 
the  heart.  And  eh,  the  puir  lassie,  doubly 
orphaned,  and,  I  fear,  plunged  in  the  black- 
est misery  !  Not  that  I  suspect  either  her 
or  you  of  wrong-doing.  You  have  a  heart 
above  that,  or  I  am  sadly  mistaken." 

"  You  do  me  no  more  than  justice,  Andrew. 
But  that  man's  hatred  jumps  to  monstrous 
conclusions.  Who  could  look  upon  that 
lovely  Vestal  and  suspect  her  ?  Can  I  for- 
give him  for  that  ?  Never !  I  repent  of 
nothing  now.     Has  he  told  you  our  history  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir.  But  then,  on  the  other  hand, 
the  circumstances  had  an  ugly  look,  you 
must  admit.  And  he  has  not  had  the  oppor- 
tunity of  knowing  that  sweet  and  innocent 
girl  as  some  of  us  have  had." 

"  Sweet  and  innocent  indeed !  And  I 
had  this  very  night  revealed  to  her  the 
secret  of  her  birth.  Nor  did  I  palliate 
the  tardiness  of  my  atonement.  Hark  in 
your  ear,  my  friend  !  She  loves  me ;  and 
now  I  have  for  ever  lost  the  power  and  the 
right  to  shield  her.  You  think  me  calm, 
unnaturally  calm  perchance.     It  is  because  I 
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have  nothing  more  to  live  for.  It  is  my 
turn  to  say,  '  Conclamatum  est.'  You  re- 
member ? "  he  added,  with  a  dreary  smile. 

"  Am  I  ever  likely  to  forget  your  kindness 
that  day  ? " 

"  Tush !  a  little  service  grows  in  your 
memory,  my  good  Andrew,  like  the  mustard- 
seed  of  Scripture.  But  she  will  never  forgive 
him,  take  my  word  for  that.  And  I  rejoice 
at  it.  He  has  doubted  her  purity,  her  saint- 
ly purity.  The  fool  !  his  hatred  of  me  has 
swept  away,  like  an  impetuous  torrent, 
everything  before  it — sanity,  good-breeding, 
family  affection.  He  has  ceased  to  be  an 
Englishman  ;  he  has  become  as  savage  and 
intractable  as  a  wild  Malay." 

"Nay,  sir,  you  exaggerate  greatly.  His 
fine  qualities  are  for  the  moment  dimmed, 
but  not  extinguished.  He  will  come  to 
understand  her,  and  she  to  love  him." 

"  Never,  Andrew,  never !  It  is  true 
enough  that  blind  fury  directed  towards  a 
woman  ever  invades  the  sanctity  of  sex ; 
scorn  of  a  woman  becomes  at  a  stroke  cyn- 
ical, and  makes  foul  sport  of  the  mysteries  of 
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love,  even  as  apes  caricature  humanity. 
But  what  woman,  plunged  even  for  a  moment 
into  this  hell  of  shame,  ever  forgets  or  for- 
gives it  ?  Nor  should  she.  For  what  love 
does,  not  even  love  should  speak  of" 

^'  It  is  wisely  spoken,  sir,"  replied  Andrew. 
"  But  remember  that  at  present  his  heart  is 
cankered  with  his  long  misery.  Did  you 
ever  hear  of  Philoctetes  ?  " 

"  Philoctetes  ?  "  repeated  Nicholas,  with  a 
wan  smile.     ^'  A  Trojan  hero,  methinks." 

"  Greek,  sir.  Well,  you  see,  Philoctetes 
lived  for  many  years  on  a  desolate  island, 
tortured  by  a  festering  foot,  having  be^n 
stung  by  a  serpent." 

"  Is  this  an  allegory,  Mr  Prosser  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  it  is,  sir.  He  had  been  ma- 
rooned upon  this  island  by  Ulysses,  to  whom 
he  therefore  bore  a  bitter  and  unquenchable 
hate." 

"  The  allegory  bites  shrewdly,  my  good 
friend." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir.  I  meant  to  keep 
you  out  of  it.  I  only  wished  to  tell  you  how 
Sophocles  most  wonderfully  depicts  the  ulcer- 
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ating  effects  of  injury  and  isolation  on  a 
noble  heart.  And  when  Neoptolemus  comes 
to  the  island  and  befriends  Philoctetes,  even 
he  becomes  the  object  of  hasty  and  morbid 
suspicion.  And  yet  Philoctetes  had  a  grand 
and  generous  nature.  You  can  apply  the 
allegory,  sir." 

"  That  I  am  the  crafty  Ulysses  ?  Nay, 
never  mind  my  feelings.  They  are  dead 
now." 

"  Well,  and  what  if  you  were  Ulysses  ? 
I  could  take  you  to  the  Ajax  of  the  same 
great  dramatist.  What  a  masterpiece  of 
a  denoument !  For  after  Ulysses  has  been 
the  enemy  of  Ajax  all  through  the  play, 
at  the  very  end  he  shows  a  magnanimity 
and  generosity  to  his  fallen  foe  that  comes 
as  a  charming  and  touching  surprise.  It's 
grand  !  And  they  may  talk  about  Frank- 
lin's Moral  Algebra  as  much  as  they  like, — 
and  it's  just  systematised  selfishness  at  the 
best, — but  if  you  want  to  have  your  moral 
nature  elevated  and  widened,  you  must  go 
to  the  Greek  dramatists.  This  is  queer  talk, 
but  there's  a  relevance  in  it." 
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"It  is  an  agreeable  interlude,  at  any  rate. 
But  yonder  is  the  inn.  Now  you  have  a 
chance  of  seeing  a  Greek  tragedy,  Andrew." 

"  There's  to  be  no  fighting,  mind,"  said 
Andrew.      "  I'll  stop  that,  at  all  hazards." 

Nicholas,  as  before,  was  suffered  to  take 
the  management  of  affairs.  Having  ob- 
tained admittance,  he  gave  a  hasty  explana- 
tion of  the  circumstances  to  the  landlady. 
This  being  done,  and  an  ostler  having  been 
summoned  and  sent  to  the  stables  to  obtain 
an  additional  horse,  the  principal  members 
of  the  party  entered  the  inn,  and  were 
ushered  by  the  landlady  into  the  room 
which  had  been  so  recently  and  happily 
occupied  by  Nicholas  and  his  young  kins- 
woman. 

The  fire  was  still  smouldering  in  the  grate, 
and  its  dusky  glimmer,  when  Nicholas  had 
vigorously  poked  it,  fell  upon  a  dim  old 
oil-painting,  representing  apparently — such 
are  the  whimsical  coincidences  of  things — 
Jephthah  and  his  daughter,  with  a  group 
of  disconsolate  Jewish  damsels  in  the  back- 
ground. 
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A  lamp  was  brought  in  by  a  flustered 
serving-maid. 

"  More  light ! "  said  Nicholas,  curtly. 
'^  Bring  another  lamp  or  a  few  candles. 
We  wish  to  see  each  other's  faces." 

Catching  sight  of  a  buff-coloured  glove 
lying  on  the  hearth-rug,  he  rolled  it  up 
with  mechanical  accuracy  and  thrust  it  into 
his  bosom. 

"She  has  been  here  ! "  said  Lord  Wimpole, 
casting  a  scornful  glance  at  his  daughter, 
who  had  sunk  down  upon  an  old-fashioned 
mahogany  sofa,  the  cushions  of  which, 
mathematically  cylindrical  and  radially 
pleated  at  the  ends  round  a  large  button, 
looked  as  if  they  had  been  turned  by  a  lathe, 
and  were  probably  as  hard  as  if  they  had 
been. 

"  Yes,  Isabel  has  been  here,"  said  Nicholas, 
calmly,  "listening  to  my  account  of  her 
origin." 

*'  And  your  villany,"  added  Lord  Wim- 
pole. 

Then  stepping  up  to  his  cousin,  he  tossed 
his  glove  in  Nicholas's  face. 
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"  You  know  what  that  means." 

''  Very  well,  my  lord,"  replied  Nicholas, 
a  wave  of  colour  crimsoning  his  swarthy 
cheeks.  "  But  I  shall  not  fight  another 
duel  with  you." 

"  And  why,  dastard  ?  " 

"Because  I  love  your  daughter." 

"Who  returns  your  disinterested  affec- 
tion?" 

"  You  had  better  ask  her  in  private.  Even 
though  she  be  your  daughter,  she  is  still  a 
woman,  and  a  lady." 

"  How  far  has  your  punctilio  gone  with 
her?     Answer  me  that." 

"  I  will  answer  for  him,"  said  Bell,  in 
a  breaking  voice.  "  This  gentleman  has 
ever  shown  me  the  tender  respect  which 
you,  sir,  withhold  from  me.  For  it  ap- 
pears I  have  gained  a  father  only  to  lose 
him." 

"  Give  me  leave  to  speak,"  interposed 
Andrew,  impetuously. 

"You  never  do  anything  else,"  said  Lord 
Wimpole,  sarcastically. 

"  That    may   be,    my   lord.       I    have    all 
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my  life  been  trying  to  put  things  right, 
and  I  get  a  clour ed  head  for  my  trouble. 
I  don't  defend  this  gentleman.  He  has 
wronged  you,  beyond  a  doubt.  And  I  am 
sure,  with  such  a  heart  as  he  has  got,  he  has 
bitterly  repented  of  it.  You  look  upon  him 
as  a  villain " 

"  And  so  he  is — a  treacherous  abandoned 
villain !  " 

"  Give  me  leave,  my  lord.  He  is  not 
that.  If  he  ever  was  —  and  I  would  like 
to  hear  his  version  of  the  matter — your 
daughter  has  converted  and  redeemed  him. 
Oh,  my  lord,  hatred  is  a  bad  interpreter  of 
character !  As  for  me,  it's  only  common 
justice  to  speak  a  good  word  for  him.  He 
proved  himself  a  true  friend  to  me  when 
my  fortunes  were  at  their  lowest  ebb.  I'll 
never  forget  his  kindness  —  it  was  balm  to 
my  poor  heart." 

"  You  praise  him  to  me  ?  Go  your  ways, 
Andrew  Prosser,  for  a  pragmatic  fool  !  I 
would  have  stood  your  friend.  You  have 
made  your  choice.     Your  chance  is  sj)ed." 

"So  be  it  then,  my  lord,"  replied  Andrew, 
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spiritedly.  "  I'll  snool  to  nobody.  Folks 
must  take  me  as  they  find  me." 

"  You  have  spoken  kindly  and  generously, 
Mr  Prosser,"  said  Nicholas,  a  smile  lighting 
up  his  sombre  countenance.  "  You  exag- 
gerate things,  as  usual ;  but  I  thank  you,  I 
thank  you ! " 

"  You  say  you  will  not  give  me  satisfac- 
tion ?  "  asked  Lord  Wimpole. 

Nicholas  gravely  bowed. 

"  Prepare  then  to  be  dragged  through 
the  law  -  courts  and  have  your  infamy  dis- 
closed." 

"  That  shall  never  happen,  my  lord." 

"  You  will  flee  the  country  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  shall  flee  the  country,"  re23lied 
Nicholas,  with  a  quaint  smile. 

"  By  heaven,  this  is  a  mad  world  ! "  cried 
Lord  Wimpole,  in  a  tone  of  exasperation. 
"  Notwithstanding  my  damning,  my  unspeak- 
able wrongs,  I  am  denied  satisfaction  by  my 
enemy ;  my  daughter  has  devolved  her 
green-sickness  upon  him  ;  my  friends  support 
and  defend  him,  and  speak  of  his  charitable 
doles  as  if  they  were  a  monarch's  largesse ; 
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and,  in  fine,  I  should  not  wonder  if  I  were 
pronounced  to  be  the  greater  criminal  of  the 
two.  Listen  to  me,  infatuated  girl !  This 
man  was  my  friend.  He  will  not  dare  to 
deny  that  I  showed  him  much  kindness : 
we  were  shipwrecked  together,  lived  to- 
gether for  a  long  time  on  a  lonely  island, 
sharing  the  same  hardships  and  the  same 
hopes.  What  did  he  do?  As  I  lay  sleep- 
ing— dreaming,  I  doubt  not,  of  your  mother 
and  you — he  saw  an  English  ship  approach 
the  island.  He  woke  me — to  tell  me  the 
joyful  news  ?  to  embrace  me  in  the  gladness 
of  his  heart  ?  No  !  to  force  a  duel  upon  me, 
to  lay  me  low  with  a  seemingly  fatal  wound, 
to  drag  my  senseless  body  under  cover,  and 
then — to  escape  and  take  possession  of  my 
name  and  estate.  And  knowing  that  he 
had  killed  the  father,  he  would  have  wedded 
the  daughter.  Great  God  !  can  such  things 
be  ?  Could  he  lay  his  blood-stained  hand  on 
you,  and  not  shudder  at  the  profanation  ?  " 

Bell  gazed  at  Nicholas  with  dawning 
horror  in  her  eyes  as  the  stern  accusation 
proceeded. 
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"  Is  this  true,  Nicholas  ? "  she  whispered. 

"  All  true,  so  far  as  words  go  ;  and  yet " 

She  uttered  a  soft  sigh,  and  fell  her  full 
length  on  the  floor. 

Nicholas  smote  his  hand  upon  his  brow, 
gazed  upon  the  unconscious  form  for  a 
moment,  and  then  without  a  word  strode 
from  the  room. 

Andrew  sprang  forward  to  raise  the 
hapless  girl. 

"  Wae's  me  !  "  he  ejaculated,  '^  wae's  me  ! 
she's  killed !  the  puir  lassie,  the  bonnie 
doo!" 

"  She  has  only  fainted,"  said  Lord 
Wimpole,  coldly. 

Andrew,  as  he  lifted  the  inanimate  form, 
shot  an  indignant  look  at  him.  As  he 
placed  her  on  the  sofa  in  a  recumbent 
position  he  muttered  anxiously — 

"  I  wonder  if  a  teaspoonful  of  brandy 
would  do  her  good." 

"  Wliishy ! "  said  Simpson,  in  a  sepulchral 
whisper. 

She  opened  her  eyes,  however,  after  a 
short  interval,  and  gazed  wildly  around. 
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Then  Andrew  confronted  Lord  Wimpole, 
his  form  seeming  to  swell  and  dilate  with 
the  feelings  which  agitated  him. 

"  You  say  she  has  only  fainted  :  do  you 
not  see  that  her  heart  is  broken  ?  Now, 
hear  what  I  have  to  say.  This  comes  of 
cherishing  for  all  these  years  the  passion 
of  revenge  in  your  heart.  Did  you  think 
you  could  let  the  black  weed  grow  there 
with  impunity  ?  It  has  poisoned  every  kind 
and  generous  feeling.  Your  heart — forgive 
me  for  saying  it — is  palsied  and  withered. 
Have  you  no  sins  to  repent  of,  that  you 
curse  and  ban  the  unhappy  man  who  has 
left  us  with  death  in  his  heart  ?  Will  you 
not  have  to  say  on  that  great  day,  ^  God  be 
merciful  to  me  a  sinner '  ?  In  very  truth, 
you  crucify  your  Lord  afresh,  who  came  with 
a  message  of  forgiveness,  and  uttered  that 
prayer  which  towers  above  all  prayers  for 
pathos  and  sublimity — '  Father,  forgive  them  ; 
for  they  know  not  what  they  do.'  Ay,  and 
your  intellect  is  warped  as  well,  notwith- 
standing all  its  fine  powers.  You  cannot 
understand    your    wretched    kinsman.       To 
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you  he  is  little  better  than  an  incarnate 
fiend.  I  do  not  palliate  his  guilt, — God 
forbid  !  But  he  has  redeeming  virtues,  that 
has  he !  Did  you  never  chafe  his  proud 
spirit  with  your  superiority  of  rank  and 
wealth  ?  Did  you  never  think  of  the  pangs 
of  his  disappointed  love?  And  is  he  not 
sufficiently  punished  ?  Poor,  lonely,  broken- 
hearted wretch,  I'm  wae  for  him  !  And  now, 
sir,  I'll  bid  you  farewell.  I,  a  poor  man, 
have  spoken  perhaps  rudely  to  one  far  above 
me  in  every  respect ;  but  I  could  not  help  it. 
I  go  to  meet  my  fate.  I  too  am  a  broken 
man ;  but  I  must  decline — very  decidedly, 
though  respectfully  and  gratefully  —  help 
from  one  who  has  treated  an  innocent  and 
broken  -  hearted  girl  so  harshly.  For  the 
sake  of  the  past,  excuse  this  plain  speaking, 
my  lord.  Simpson,  ye  donnert  carle,  what 
are  ye  standing  glowering  at,  like  a  stucco 
image  ? "  he  broke  off  huskily.  ''  Are  ye 
coming  wi'  me,  or  are  ye  going  to  pay  your 
adoration  to  the  rising  sun  ?  " 

"  The  deil  confound  me   if  I    dae   that ! " 
growled   Simpson.       "To    be    the    daft   fule 
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that  ye  are,  ye  are  the  best  man  I  ken. 
If  your  lordship  has  anything  to  say  to  me, 
ye'll  ken  where  to  find  me." 

As  Andrew  turned  to  leave  the  room. 
Bell  struggled  to  her  feet,  and  taking  hold 
of  his  arm,  said  in  a  voice  that  was  faint 
as  a  sigh — 

*'  Oh  my  kind  old  friend  and  teacher,  take 
me  with  you  !  Take  me  back  to  Fownie, 
to  my  kind  old  aunt." 

"  I  would  be  proud  and  happy,"  replied 
Andrew,  in  a  very  unsteady  voice,  "  but  ye 
see,  my  dawtie,  I  am  going  to  prison.  I 
am  an  outlawed  felon." 

"  Then  farewell,  and  God  go  with  you, 
kind-hearted,  noble  gentleman ! "  she  said, 
in  the  same  half- whispered  voice.  "  You 
have  seen  the  last  of  Isabel." 

There  was  dead  silence  in  the  room  for 
several  minutes.  Andrew  stood  with  one 
hand  closed  on  the  handle  of  the  door,  and 
with  the  other  brushing  away  the  tears 
that  would  not  be  repressed ;  even  Simpson 
sniffed  once  or  twice ;  while  Lord  Wimpole 
gazed  from  one  to  another  with   a  haggard 
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and  distracted  look.  Then  he  smote  his 
brow  with  his  clenched  hands. 

'^  Malediction  and  misery  ! "  he  groaned. 
"  What  a  home-coming  is  this  !  My  bitter 
curse  on  one  and  all !  My  curse  upon  my 
wretched  self  !  Can  I  not  get  some  one 
to  do  the  slave's  office  for  me  and  run  me 
through  the  body  ?  Oh,  Andrew  Prosser, 
you  have  done  me  many  a  kind  service  !  do 
me  this  final  boon,  for  I  am  sick  of  life." 

"  Oh,  my  lord,  do  not  speak  so  wildly," 
said  Andrew.      "  All  may  yet  be  well." 

''  Never,  never !  I  would  not  have  it 
well ;  it  cannot  be  well ;  it  would  offend 
probability.     Let  my  misery  be  complete." 

Isabel  rose  slowly  to  her  feet,  and  held 
out  her  hands  with  a  pleading  gesture. 

"  Oh,  my  father "  she  began. 

"  Father  !  I  am  no  more  your  father 
than  you  my  child.  You  have  given  him 
everything ;  I  will  not  have  the  reversion 
of  your  love." 

"  My  lord,  do  not  make  things  worse," 
said  Andrew.  "  Oh,  be  silent,  till  your 
heart  speaks  ! " 
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'^  My  heart !  I  have  no  heart !  I  would 
be  happy  perchance  to-day  if  I  never  had 
had  one." 

"  My  lord,  let  me  share  your  unhappiness," 
said  Bell.  "  I  too  know  what  it  is  to 
suffer." 

"  Ay,  ay ;  you  are  pining  for  him,  poor 
fool !  But  go  to  him,  I  forbid  you  not.  Go 
to  his  embraces  who  slew  your  father." 

"  All  that  is  over  and  gone,"  said  Bell. 
"  Vex  and  insult  me  no  longer." 

"  My  lord,  you  speak  in  ignorance  of  the 
motive  for  your  daughter's  interview  with 
your  cousin,"  said  Andrew.  "  He  was 
making  a  tardy  reparation  for  his  wrongs  ; 
he  was  telling  her  who  she  was." 

"  Peace,  peace,  Andrew  ! "  said  Lord  Wim- 
pole,  wearily ;  "  you  would  whitewash  the 
very  devil." 

"  Well,  my  lord,  the  devil  is  never  as 
black  as  he  is  painted.  But  as  for  your 
daughter,  sir,  she  is  an  angel  of  light.  I 
would  say  more,  but  I  would  only  distress 
her  modesty,  for  angels  are  always  prone 
to  veil  their  faces  with   their  wings.     And 
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now,  sir,  I  must  leave  you.  I  grieve  at 
your  disappointments.  There  are  many 
things  all  agee  in  this  world,  but  there  is  a 
text  which  comforts  me  :  ^  He  that  believeth 
shall  not  make  haste.'  For  if  we  have  faith 
that  all  things  are  working  towards  heavenly 
issues,  why  should  we  be  in  a  hurry,  why 
be  impatient  ?  That  was  my  mistake.  I 
chafed  under  tyranny,  and  tried  to  under- 
mine it  in  a  small  way.  But  I  am  no 
longer  in  haste ;  things  will  come  right  in 
time.  No  doubt  it  would  be  easy  for  our 
blessed  Creator  to  put  things  right  in  a 
flash.  He  could  make  every  man  a  samt 
by  a  kind  of  metaphysical  transubstantia- 
tion  or  spiritual  legerdemain.  But  that 
would  be  small  credit  to  Him  (with  rever- 
ence be  it  spoken).  For  it  is  far  better 
that  a  man  should  be  brought,  by  much 
suflering  perhaps,  to  ivill  to  be  good.  Why, 
look  now,  my  lord,''  Andrew  continued, 
warming  with  the  subject, — ''suppose  we 
take  the  case  of  a  romancer,  and  the 
characters  and  scenes  which  he  portrays. 
He  could  make  all  these  characters  models 
VOL.  III.  Q 


242     RED  CAP  AND  BLUE  JACKET. 

of  every  virtue ;  he  could  keep  them  out 
of  mischief,  harm,  and  danger ;  he  could 
make  them  talk  (if  he  had  the  brains)  like 
the  personages  in  '  Paradise  Lost '  —  and 
you  would  fall  asleep  over  the  book !  No ; 
but  he  gives  us  dangers,  trials,  vicissitudes, 
thick  and  fast ;  his  men  and  women  make 
sad  mistakes,  learn  the  misery  of  evil,  the 
blessedness  of  goodness,  and  so  teach  us  to 
do  the  same.  This  world,  believe  me,  sir, 
is  like  the  drama  as  defined  by  Aristotle, 
'  the  imitation  of  a  serious  and  perfect  action, 
accomplishing  by  means  of  pity  and  terror  the 
purification  of  the  passions.'  But  wae's  me, 
here  am  I  preaching  as  usual.  Well,  I  shall 
have  few  chances  of  preaching  in  Newgate." 

His  sermon,  like  many  others,  had,  if  not 
a  soporific,  at  least  a  soothing  and  seda- 
tive effect.  The  tension  of  Lord  Wimpole's 
nerves  appeared  to  relax,  he  sighed  heavily 
once  or  twice,  and  passed  his  hand  across 
his  brow. 

"  Prosser,"  he  said,  bluntly,  when  Andrew 
had  ceased,  ''  with  reverence  be  it  spoken, 
you  are  an  ass  ! " 
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"  I  ken  that  brawly,"  said  Andrew,  cheer- 
fully, "  and  I'm  pleased  to  hear  you  call 
me  that ;  it  sounds  frank  and  homely." 

"  Did  you  actually  suppose  that  I  would 
consent  to  part  with  you  ?  You  shall  be 
the  finishing  stroke  of  my  discomfiture.  In 
addition  to  your  other  functions,  you  shall 
be  my  domestic  chaplain.  No,  no,  Andrew, 
you  are  going  to  no  prison,  if  I  can  help 
it.  Of  that,  however,  more  anon.  And 
now,  Isabel,  where  am  I  to  take  you  ? " 
he  asked,  with  a  touch  of  gentleness. 

"  So  please  you,  to  my  friends  at  Curzon 
Street  for  the  present.  Thereafter,  you  may 
do  with  me  what  you  will." 

"  Who  are  those  friends  of  yours  ?  " 

"  Mr  Gordon  and  his  daughter,  sir." 

"  Ah,  I  don't  know  them.  Come,  then  ;  it 
is  time  to  be  moving." 

They  descended  to  the  coach  and  took 
their  places.  Andrew  and  Simpson  occu- 
pied the  box,  as  it  seemed  probable  to  our 
friend  that  the  father  and  daughter  might 
come  to  some  kind  of  understandinef  if  left 
alone. 
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"  Weel,  Simpson,"  he  said,  after  a  long 
meditative  silence,  "  I  am  glad  that  puir 
man  bore  himsel'  sae  manfully.  If  he  has 
been  a  villain,  why,  a  villain  is  a  man  after 
a,  and  it  doesna  do  for  the  righteous  to 
exalt  his  horn  ower  muckle  against  him. 
Puir  chiel !  he'll  no  live  lang:." 

"  What  gars  ye  think  that,  Andrew  ? " 
asked  Simpson. 

''  Because  he's  a  Roman,  born  in  a  wrong 
century.  He  has  the  Roman  virtues  as 
well  as  the  Roman  vices  perhaps.  He  has 
lived  like  a  Roman,  and  he'll  die  like  one. 
Nane  o'  them  ever  feared  to  pass  the  Rubi- 
con ;  and  though  contempt  o'  life  isna  a 
Christian  feeling,  yet  there's  a  kind  of 
austere  dignity  about  it.  And  if  he  does 
send  a  bullet  through  his  head,  I  believe 
there's  mercy  even  yonder." 

"Andrew,  ye're  little  better  than  an 
infidel,"  said  Simpson,  shaking  his  head  in 
solemn  reprobation. 

"  Hoots,  man,  what's  time  to  eternity  ? 
How  would  you  like  to  hae  a  stomach- 
ache a'  your  life  for  having  ae  nicht  eaten 
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a    few    stolen    apples    when   ye    were    a   bit 
laddie  ? " 

"  Weel,  but  Eve,  as  ye  ken,  was  shut 
oot  o'  Paradise  for  eatin  an  apple," 
Simpson  urged.  "And  the  warld  has  had 
the  stomach-ache  ever  since,  in  a  manner 
o'  speakin." 

"  That  story  is  an  allegory,  to  my  think- 
ing," said  Andrew,  shaking  his  head. 

"  It  may  be  an  alligator,  for  a'  I  care. 
Only,  I  observe,  Andrew,  that  when  ye're 
gettin'  the  warst  o'  an  argument,  ye  ride 
aff  on  a  lang  word.  Eh,  but  this  has  been 
a  sair  nicht !  I'll  hae  a  dram,  mind  I  'tell 
you,  Andrew." 

"If  ye  hae  naething  better  than  that  to 
say,  ye  can  baud  your  tongue,"  said  Andrew, 
shortly. 
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CHAPTER  XLIY. 

THE     SUPREME     STAKE. 

Nicholas,  knowing  that  those  whom  he 
left  at  the  inn  would  be  conveyed  to 
London  in  Mr  Gordon's  coach,  had  no 
scruple  in  appropriating  to  his  own  use  the 
conveyance  that  had  brought  his  cousin 
thus  far  on  his  journey ;  and  the  coach- 
man being  assured  of  his  fee,  offered  no 
objection. 

When  he  reached  his  lodgings  in  Picca- 
dilly, he  found  his  valet  regaling  a  select 
company  of  male  and  female  acquaintances 
for  his  speedy  return  had  not  been  expected, 
in  virtue  of  the  announcement  made  that 
he  would  be  away  from  town  for  several 
days.    Had  he  anticipated  Bell's  acquiescence 
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in   his  proposal  of  a  hasty  and  clandestine 
marriage  ? 

Nicholas  expressed  neither  surprise  nor 
irritation  at  the  domestic  revelry  which  his 
entrance  interrupted,  and  he  received  his 
valet's  profuse  apologies  with  a  careless 
shrug.  He  requested  to  be  provided  with 
refreshment,  saying  with  a  momentary  flash 
of  his  old  sardonic  humour,  "  Make  no  special 
preparation,  Whipstaffe ;  your  own  table  is 
doubtless  liberally  garnished  ;  you  can  '  shake 
the  superfluity  to  me.'  " 

His  valet  blushed — a  physiological  portent 
— and  retired  in  confusion.  After  an  interval, 
during  which  he  had  not  unsuccessfully 
striven  to  summon  up  a  countenance  and 
recover  his  formal  rigidity  of  look  and  bear- 
ing, he  returned  with  some  cold  fowl  and 
a  bottle  of  Burgundy. 

Nicholas  ate  some  morsels  mechanically, 
drank  a  glass  or  two,  and  then  rang  to 
have  his  table  cleared.  Sitting  down  at  a 
table,  he  wrote  busily  for  more  than  an  hour, 
and  then  arranged  his  papers  in  his  desk 
with  methodical    precision,   docketing  them, 
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and  consigning  them  to  their  proper  recep- 
tacles. This  duty  accompUshed,  he  opened 
a  pistol-case  and  loaded  one  of  the  pistols 
which  it  contained.  He  sat  for  a  while 
plunged  in  moody  reflection,  from  which  he 
roused  himself  with  a  heavy  and  impatient 
sigh.  Strange  to  say,  though  he  was  firmly 
resolved  to  terminate  his  existence,  the  love 
of  life,  keenly  persistent  in  men  of  his  tem- 
perament, was  strong  within  him. 

'^Alea  jacta  est,''  he  muttered,  in  a  voice 
that  seemed  to  himself  ghostly  and  unnat- 
ural. He  put  the  cold  barrel  of  the  pistol 
to  his  forehead. 

"  And  yet,  why  should  I  put  any  one  to 
the  trouble  of  gathering  my  scattered  brains  *? 
We  rude  Englishmen  can  t  even  kill  our- 
selves artistically.  We  leave  ourselves  in 
a  pool  of  blood,  or  tumefied  with  a  halter. 
A  Frenchman,  now,  mixes  his  departing 
essence  with  a  gas.  And  yet  '  to  break 
into  the  bloody  house  of  life'  in  a  bold 
spasm  of  resolution  is  manlier." 

At  this  moment  there  was  a  discreet  tap 
at  the  door.     He  laid  down   the  pistol  on 
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the  table  and  threw  his  handkerchief  over 
it.  His  valet  appeared,  and  said,  with  the 
gravity  of  a  diplomatist,  "  A  lady  wishes 
to  see  your  lordship." 

'^  Malediction  ! "  exclaimed  Nicholas  rough- 
ly. "  Bid  her  begone, — I  know  no  woman, 
and  wish  to  see  none." 

Whipstaffe  bowed  and  retired.  He  re- 
turned, however,  in  a  few  minutes. 

"  Beg  pardon,  my  lord,  she  insists  upon 
seeing  you." 

"  Ah  !  that  alters  the  matter,"  said  Nicho- 
las, with  a  grim  smile.  "  Show  this  peremp- 
tory person  up." 

In  another  minute  a  lady,  closely  veiled, 
but  from  her  step  and  figure  evidently  young, 
entered  the  apartment ;  and  when  Whi]3staffe 
had  retired,  threw  up  her  veil  with  an  almost 
defiant  gesture. 

"  Sibylla  1 "  exclaimed  Nicholas,  with  a  look 
of  consternation.  Then  he  rose  from  his 
seat,  took  her  hand  with  elaborate  half- 
ironical  politeness,  and  conducted  her  to  a 
seat. 

''  You  are  shocked  at  this  intrusion '? "  she 
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asked,  in  an  uncertain  voice.  There  was  a 
feverish  glitter  in  her  eyes  and  a  burning 
flush  on  her  cheeks. 

"  Yes,  I  am  shocked  on  your  account,"  he 
replied. 

''  Well,  the  explanation  is  simple  :  I  know 
all.  The  Honourable  Isabel  Caroline  Fleming 
has  returned  to  Curzon  Street  with  her 
father." 

There  was  a  bitter  and  angry  mockery  in 
her  tone. 

He  replied  to  the  inflection  in  her  voice. 

"  What !  a  rupture  !  Rosalind  and  Celia 
at  bodkins  drawn  !  " 

Sibylla  made  an  impatient  gesture. 

"  I  have  not  come  here  to  speak  of  that 
odious  coquette." 

He  raised  his  hand  deprecatingly,  and  in 
so  doing  slightly  displaced  the  pistol,  the 
butt  of  which  rested  on  the  edge  of  the 
table.  Sibylla  followed  the  direction  of  his 
hasty  glance. 

"  Ah !  I  have  come  in  time ! "  she  ex- 
claimed, her  cheeks  assuming  a  ghastly  pal- 
lor.    "  Confess,  Lord  Wimpole " 
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"I  am  not  Lord  Wimpole,  permit  me  to 
remind  you." 

"Well,  confess — Nicholas,  that  you  were 
intending  to  destroy  yourself?" 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

''WelU" 

Sibylla  burst  into  tears. 

"  Ah  me  !  "  she  moaned,  ''  'tis  too  evident 
that  you  have  no  longer  hopes  or  regrets." 

"I  have  none.  The  last  stake  is  played. 
I  must  pay  my  debt  of  honour.  Do  not 
be  alarmed.  Of  course  you  have  prevented 
me.  By  the  way,  do  your  friends  know 
you  are  here  ?  " 

"  No ;  I  stole  out  of  the  house  after  they 
retired  to  rest." 

"  Why  did  you  come,  imprudent  girl  ?  " 

"  Because  you  forgot  your  compact." 

"  My  compact  *?" 

"  Yes ;  you  promised  me  that  at  any  crisis 
of  your  fate  and  fortunes  you  would  take  me 
into  your  confidence." 

"I  bethink  me,  so  I  did;  but  I  forgot 
everything  to-night  except  my  irremediable 
ruin." 
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"  I  stand  between  you  and  ruin,  Nicholas. 
Well,  you  made  me  a  promise  which  you  did 
not  keep ;  you  will  make  me  another  which, 
by  way  of  atonement,  you  will  keep." 

'' What  is  that,  Sibylla?" 

"  That  you  will  renounce  this  sinful  inten- 
tion.    Promise  me,  Nicholas." 

And  she  came  forward  and  clasped  his 
hands,  with  the  tears  raining  down  her 
cheeks. 

His  features  worked  convulsively,  and  he 
gently  returned  the  pressure  of  her  clinging 
grasp. 

"  You  are  a  kind,  noble,  generous  girl ! " 
he  said,  in  a  faltering  voice. 

"  No  evasion  !  "  she  implored. 

"  What  have  I  to  live  for  ? " 

She  threw  off  her  mantle  and  sat  down 
beside  him. 

"  At  such  a  crisis  as  this,  prudery  is 
out  of  place.  Besides,  you  know  I  am  an 
honest  woman,  do  you  not  ?  " 

"  Indeed  you  are.  But  why  should  you 
compromise  your  reputation  for  a  man  like 
me  ? " 
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"  Oh,  don't  speak  with  such  dreadful 
calmness  —  it  sounds  unearthly  and  fatal. 
I  had  rather,  honest  woman  though  I  be 
by  God's  grace,  that  you  should  speak  and 
act  more  like  a  living  man." 

''  In  no  circumstances,  Sibylla,  would  I 
have  failed  in  my  respect  towards  you. 
Your  pure  and  pitying  eyes  would  have 
been  your  amulet." 

"  Respect !  "  she  rejoined,  almost  scoffingly. 
"  I  had  rather  you  thought  me  a  woman 
than  a  collection  of  beggarly  virtues.  But 
I  forget,"  she  went  on,  bitterly — "that  you 
have  love  only  for  her.'' 

"  I  cannot  deny  that  I  have  loved  her 
passionately,  and  to  my  own  undoing — and 
hers." 

"You  love  her  still?" 

"  What  matters  that  ?  she  is  lost  to  me 
for  ever."  Sibylla  rose  from  her  seat  and 
confronted  him  with  a  look  of  majestic  grief 
blended  with  lofty  pride. 

"  Am  I  less  beautiful  or  desirable  ? "  she 
asked,  brusquely.  "  Come,  we  are  both 
speaking    in    absolute    sincerity.      This     is 
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no  time  for  coy  hypocrisy.  You  know  that 
I  love  you — have  loved  you  long.  Search 
the  wide  world,  and  you  will  find  no  one 
who  understands  you  as  I  do,  who  is  eager 
to  ignore  the  past,  who  feels  that  inner 
nobility  which  you  have  vainly  tried  to 
deface.  And  do  you  think  you  have  a 
right  to  leave  a  world  where  one  human 
heart  believes  in  you,  and  wishes  to  conquer 
you  for  good  ?  Nay  more,  dare  you  plunge 
me  in  hopeless  misery  ?  My  faith  in  you, 
my  self- surrender,  deserve  at  least  this 
gratitude,  that  you  will  not  forsake  a  world 
where  I  should  still  perchance  draw  pain- 
ful breath,  sighing  for  dissolution  and  re- 
lease." 

"  I  would  be  a  brute  to  reject  such  an 
appeal.  I  give  you  my  promise,  generous 
girl ! " 

"  Thank  you,  thank  you ! "  she  cried, 
joyously,  and  with  an  exquisite  smile  that 
illumined  her  lovely  face. 

"  I  have  been  a  fool,"  he  said,  bitterly. 
"  I  have  built  my  house  upon  the  sand. 
And    you    impute   virtues   to    me    I    never 
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possessed.  I  am  a  harsh,  arrogant,  and 
violent  man.  What  do  credulous  maidens 
see  in  me  ?  But  though  I  am  arrogant, 
I  am  not  vain.  To  dismiss  my  sorry  self: 
how  do  you  propose  to  explain  this  escapade 
of  yours,  if  it  leaks  out  ?  " 

His  tone  had  something  of  its  former 
harsh  sarcasm,   and  evidently  pained  her. 

"  I  shall  speak  the  truth.  I  felt  I  must 
come.  I  had  a  presentiment  of  mischief, 
because,  as  I  said,  I  understand  you.  But 
though  the  world  should  brand  me  with 
ignominy,  my  conscience  would  absolve 
me."  • 

"  You  were  not  afraid  of  me  ?  " 

"  Afraid  of  you  ? "  she  echoed,  with  a 
tender  smile.     "  Nay,  that  will  never  be." 

He  rose  slowly  from  his  seat,  and  advanc- 
ing towards  her,  laid  his  hands  softly  on  her 
shoulders.  She  looked  up  into  his  eyes  with 
a  brave  smile. 

"  And  do  you  not  suspect  the  power  of 
your  beauty — here — in  this  nightly  solitude 
— after  your  ingenuous  confessions — and  I 
a   desperate,   discomfited,   and  ruined   man  ? 
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Might  I  not  say,  '  Let  me  eat,  drink,  and 
be  merry,  for  to-morrow  I  die '  ?  Do  you 
think  me  a  block  of  marble  ?     See  now  ! " 

He  stooped  as  if  to  kiss  the  lips  curved 
in  a  fearless  smile,  but  with  a  stifled  ex- 
clamation he  turned  hastily  aside,  and  began 
to  pace  up  and  down  the  room. 

"  You  thought  of  her  just  now,"  said 
Sibylla,  with  instantaneous  bitterness. 

"  Would  you  respect  me  if  I  could 
whistle  her  down  the  wind  so  quickly  ? " 

"  I  would  love  you  if  you  did." 

"  Look  you,  Sibylla,"  he  said,  pausing  in 
his  slow  and  heavy  tread  to  gaze  at  her, 
"  I  seem  to  have  compressed  months  into 
a  single  day.  People  talk  of  sudden 
changes ;  but  what  if  the  events  of  years, 
with  all  their  incidents,  thoughts,  and 
feelings,  are  crowded  together  into  a  single 
night,  as  at  some  play  which  observes  the 
unities?  My  limbs  should  be  feebler,  my 
head  should  be  grey,  since  I  last  saw 
you.  Drowning  people,  they  say,  see  all 
their  life  at  a  flash.  So  it  has  been  with 
me.     I  have  begun  and  ended  my  disastrous 


THE    SUPREME   STAKE.  257 

wooing,  lost  wealth  and  rank,  endured  a 
long  series  of  insults,  a  purgatory  of  misery 
and  humiliation — all  in  a  few  hours." 

He  stepped  forward  to  the  table  and 
seized  a  decanter  of  wine. 

"  Nay,  my  friend,"  she  said,  gently,  "  take 
no  wine  at  present.  Its  fumes  disturb 
the  reason  and  bewitch  the  heart.  I  wish 
during  this  short  visit  of  mine  to  know 
your  sane  and  sober  mind,  without  glamour 
or  excitement." 

"  So  be  it,"  he  replied,  calmly  replacing 
the  decanter  and  resuming  his  monotonous 
tread. 

"  What  do  you  intend  to  do  ? "  Sibylla 
asked,  after  a  long  interval  of  silence,  during 
which  she  gazed  wistfully  at  him. 

"  Do  !  "  he  exclaimed  roughly.  "  What  is 
there  to  do  ?  I  am  a  ruined  man — ruined 
in  purse,  reputation,  and  prospects.  I  may 
even  be  called  upon  to  refund  all  the  moneys 
which  I  have  drawn  from  the  estate  during 
these  years." 

"  Surely  they  will  not  be  so  hard  upon 
you." 

VOL.  III.  R 
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"  My  cousin  hates  me  with  an  envenomed 
hatred.  I  may  prepare  myself  for  the  worst. 
To  be  sure,  I  could  perchance  enter  the 
navy  again.  After  all,  I  am  not  such  a 
rascal  as  to  be  unfit  for  His  Majesty's 
service.  It  was  a  duel  —  a  fair  duel ;  I 
risked  as  much  as  he  did.  He  cannot  say 
I  practised  treachery.  I  hated  him,  no 
doubt ;  I  had  been  wronged,  or  deemed 
myself  wronged  —  which  in  a  duel  is  the 
same  thing.  I  might  have  fallen,  as  he 
did — it  was  a  loyal  encounter." 

"  I  knew  it ! "  exclaimed  Sibylla,  drawing 
a  deep  breath.     "  I  knew  it." 

"  They  have  been  speaking  of  me  ?  " 

"  Yes,  but  she  spoke  mercifully  of  you — 
defended  you.     I  cannot  forgive  her  that." 

"  She  is  a  good  girl,"  said  Nicholas. 

"  My  presence  checks  the  rhapsodies  on 
your  lips." 

"  You  are  unjust,  and  you  know  it, 
Sibylla." 

"  Say  you  love  her  no  longer,  and  I  shall 
forgive  her." 

"  I  dare  not  love  her — must  not  love  her." 
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"  But  confess,  Nicholas,  that  you  wished 
by  marrying  her  to  justify  your  retention  of 
the  property  and  estates.  There  was  an 
element  of  calculation  in  your  raptures." 

"  I  am  to  confess  myself  an  adventurer 
to  please  you  ?  And  this,  after  painting 
my  portrait  in  such  flattering  colours.  So 
be  it.  Perhaps  there  was  a  secret  element 
of  calculation.  I  am  not  in  the  habit  of 
analysing  my  motives  when  I  act.  I  analyse 
them  afterwards,  if  it  is  worth  while.  But 
all  this  is  far  away  from  me  now.  I  am 
like  a  man  who  has  been  hurled  into  space 
by  the  blowing  up  of  his  ship,  and  fii!ds 
himself  struggling  in  deep  water,  with  no 
one  to  pick  him  up." 

"  You  forget  me." 

"  Nay,  I  do  not,  my  sweet  Sibylla,"  he 
said,  gently ;  "  but  your  bright  future  must 
not  be  tarnished  by  contact  with  me." 

''  Do  not  sujDpose  that  I  would  thrust 
myself  upon  you.  I  have  still  some  respect 
for  myself,"  she  said,  proudly. 

"  Yes,  yes,"  he  assented,  dreamily,  ''  I 
know  that." 
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Then  he  stood  and  looked  at  her  enig- 
matically. 

"  At  the  same  time,  you  have  compromised 
yourself,"  he  added,  thoughtfully.  "  A  point 
of  casuistry  is  thus  raised.  Which  is  the 
more  gentlemanly  procedure, —  to  let  you 
bear  the  consequences  of  your  indiscretion 
from  a  sense  of  personal  unworthiness,  or 
to  justify  your  generous  action  by  paying 
you  my  most  respectful  addresses  ?  " 

"  Is  this  irony  ?  " 

"Not  in  the  least.  At  the  same  time, 
does  it  not  seem  hypocritical  to  woo  one 
lady  after  having  just  run  away,  so  to  speak, 
with  another  ?  Besides,  it  would  augur  ill 
for  my  constancy.  Moreover,  it  looks  like 
'  any  port  in  a  storm,'  or  ^  in  the  dark  all 
cats  are  grey  : '  a  vile  proverb  !  " 

"  That  is  not  the  question,  sir.  The 
question  is  :    what  would  /  think  of  it  ? " 

"  Well,  what  would  you  think  of  it  ?  " 

"  To  speak  with  absolute  frankness,  I  would 
take  you,  Nicholas,  and  think  of  it  afterwards." 

She  gave  a  whimsical  laugh,  and  then 
burst  into  tears. 
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"  Ye  gods !  here  is  a  riddle  to  read ! " 
he  muttered,  half  in  self- communing.  "  Now, 
were  I  a  villain,  would  I  hesitate  ?  Am 
I  a  villain  ?  or  what  am  I  ? " 

"  You  a  villain  !  You  !  you  !  Would  I 
trust  myself  to  a  villain  ?  "  exclaimed  Sibylla, 
with  a  lofty  look. 

"  Well,  we  shall  leave  the  matter  un- 
decided. After  all,  it  is  a  question  of 
degree.  There  are  many  saints  unshriven 
in  this  world  of  ours.  But  what  is  to  be 
done?     It  is  early  morning,  I  do  believe." 

He  drew  back  the  curtains  from  the 
window  and  looked  out.  The  ghostly 
dawn  was  breaking.  He  extinguished  the 
candles,  and  then  after  moving  aimlessly 
about  the  room,  mechanically  touching 
various  objects  with  the  tips  of  his  fingers, 
he  sat  down  opposite  Sibylla  and  looked  in- 
tently at  her. 

"You  have  a  morning  complexion,  Si- 
bylla," he  said,  looking  critically  at  her. 

"  What  do  you  mean,  my  friend  ?  " 

"  I  mean,  m'amte,''  he  replied,  in  a  half- 
sportive  tone,  "  that  your  complexion  does 
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not,  in  the  morning,  display  the  ravages 
of  fashion  and  the  wreck  of  cosmetics. 
Your  features  are  a  Uttle  fatigued,  but 
fresh  and  sweet.  I  wonder  why  I  have 
always  taken  such  pleasure  in  visiting  you. 
Have  I  loved  you  all  along  without  know- 
ing it  ?  But  I  must  not  say  so,  lest  you 
think  I  mean  cajolery." 

"  You  are  too  sincere  for  that,"  said 
Sibylla,  warmly. 

"  Nay,  nay,  the  utmost  I  will  admit  is 
that  I  tell  a  lie  with  difficulty.  But  this 
is  tiresome  talk  to  cover  hesitation  and  a 
sense  of — well,  delicacy.  Yes,  I  confess  I 
feel  awkward." 

She  smiled,  at  the  same  time  blushing 
slightly. 

"  I  should  feel  much  more  embarrassed, 
but  I  do  not,"  she  said.  "  You  will  not 
misjudge  me,  however.  It  was  the  courage 
of  desperation.  And  yet  I  would  do  it 
again." 

"You  are  an  angel,  Sibylla,"  he  said; 
and  rising,  he  went  to  the  window,  and 
opening   it,    allowed   the   fresh   morning  air 
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to  stream  into  the  apartment.  In  answer 
to  her  interrogative  look  he  explained — 

"  Morning  air  is  sober  and  soothing,  and 
yet  its  vague  odours  thrill  the  imagination. 
It  is  poetry  in  a  cool  skin.  Look  you,  what 
poetry  could  be  finer  than  to  have  you ! 
But  here  is  the  corrective  touch  of  coolness  : 
how  could  I  keep  a  fine  lady  like  you  ? " 

"I  am  not  a  fine  lady,"  she  replied,  with 
a  proud  smile.  "I  am  a  fine  woman.  I 
know  that  well  enough,  and,  therefore,  so 
far  worthy  of  you." 

"  Worthy  of  me  ?  me  !  Why,  it  is  I 
who  am  damnably  unworthy  of  any  noble 
woman  such  as  you." 

"  Nicholas,  let  me  reveal  you  to  yourself," 
said  Sibylla,  earnestly.  "  What  first  at- 
tracted me  in  you  was  your  instinctive 
respect  for  womanhood.  Harsh  in  your 
judgments  of  men,  you  ever  spoke  and 
acted  as  if  you  deemed  women  superior 
beings." 

"  And  are  they  not  so  ?  I  have  abundant 
reason  to  think  so." 

''  Yes,  and  it  is  a  necessity  of  your  nature 
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that  you  should  always  have  an  Egeria, 
a  Beatrice.  It  will  always  be  so,  believe 
me ;  and  I  prefer  that  I,  rather  than  any 
other  woman,  should  be  this  Egeria." 

"  Perhaps  you  are  right,"  he  said,  medi- 
tatively. "  But  then  you  are  worthy  of  love, 
of  adoration ;  whereas  I  only  confess  to  a 
feeling  of  boundless  fascination." 

"  'Tis  a  very  passable  imitation.  But 
let  that  pass.  And  if  you  fell  in  love  so 
easily  with  a  little  hoyden  —  but  I  won't 
disparage  her.  My  jealousy  attests  her 
attractions.     Nevertheless " 

"It  is  no  use  fencing  with  the  question. 
I  have  felt,  ever  since  you  entered  the  room, 
that  I  must  either  take  French  leave  of  the 
world  or  marry  you." 

"  Oh,  la  !  my  dear  Nicholas,  you  shall  not 
marry  me  out  of  charity.  After  all,  my 
character  is  robust,  nor  so  decollete  as  to 
need  the  mantle  of  marriage  thrown  over  it." 

"  It  would  need  to  be  robust  to  stand 
contact  with  a  social  leper.  My  poor  Sibylla, 
you  are  throwing  yourself  away.  Besides, 
I  am  reduced  to  absolute  want," 
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''  You  have  influential  friends,  who  will 
procure  a  post  for  you." 

''A  ruined  man  has  no  friends." 

"  You  have  found  that  not  to  be  the 
case  this  night." 

"  Oh !  you  don't  count.  You  are  an 
angel." 

"  Only  a  woman,  with  many  faults  ;  proud, 
passionate,  jealous,  vindictive — no  Griselda  ; 
of  that  I  give  you  fair  warning." 

"  I  vow  you  have  bewitched  me,  Sibylla." 

''  That's  nothing  —  you  were  bewitched 
before,"  she  retorted,  with  a  slight  frown. 
"  Somebody's  eyes  have  cast  the  jettatwra 
upon  you." 

"  And  will  yours  undo  the  spell,  think 
you  ? "  He  bent  forward  and  gazed  into 
their  lustrous  depths.  ''  By  heaven,  but  for 
the  laws  of  hospitality,  I  would  scare 
your  modesty !  There,  there !  Don't  be 
alarmed.  I  revere  you  from  queenly  head 
to   fairy  foot." 

"  Behold  the  virtue  of  the  sober  morning 
air ! "  she  exclaimed,  with  an  embarrassed 
laugh. 
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He  waved  his  hand  impatiently,  and  then 
by  a  sudden  impulse  threw  himself  on  his 
knees  before  her,  grasping  her  hand  in  his. 

''  Enough  said,  dear,  kind,  generous  Si- 
bylla !  I  give  you  my  restless,  passionate 
heart,  my  poverty,  my  shattered  reputa- 
tion, my  past  violence  and  present  misery. 
Take  me,  and  I  will  be  for  all  my  life  your 
servant,  your  lover,  your  vassal.  As  heaven 
is  above  me,  I  swear  to  redeem  the  past ! 
This  is  my  infeftiture  in  your  love.  Je  suis 
ton  liommeJ' 

She  leaned  forward  and  kissed  him  on 
the  brow,  while  tears  of  joy  began  to  trickle 
down  her  cheeks. 

"  Now  I  am  perfectly  happy,"  she  said, 
with  a  thrilling  voice.  "  And  now  I  must 
leave  you  for  a  little — only  for  a  little  while. 
And  as  for  the  future,  I  must  tell  you — for 
I  have  no  secrets  from  my  kind  lord  (not 
vassal) — I  came  of  age  yesterday,  and  in- 
herited my  mother's  fortune.  Let  me  see 
the  man  or  woman  who  dares  to  lift  a 
finger  against  you  !  " 

"  Sibylla ! "    he    cried,    with    a    wild    ex- 
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pression  of  wonder  and  abashed  distress. 
"  Why  did  you  not  tell  me  this  before  ? 
Incomparable  girl !  what  can  I  say  ?  I  am 
overwhelmed." 

A  flood  of  tears  gushed  from  his  eyes. 
Bending  sobbingly  over  him,  she  endeavoured 
by  soothing  and  caressing  words  to  calm 
the  tumult  of  emotion  that  had  overmastered 
his  stubborn  heart. 

After  a  time  he  recovered  in  some  degree 
his  composure,  and  rose  to  his  feet. 

"  And  will  you,  Sibylla,"  he  asked  in 
a  broken  voice,  "  encounter  with  me  the 
dreadful  ordeal  through  which  I  must  pass  ? 
Will  your  courage  and  your  faith  not  fail, 
when  my  motives  are  impugned,  my  incon- 
sistencies exposed  ?  My  past  history  invites 
detraction ;  perhaps  my  own  conscience  can- 
not acquit  me.  Will  you  be  able  to  bear 
the  storm  of  obloquy  that  must  beat  upon 
me  ?  You  have  ostracised  yourself,  re- 
member. What  will  your  friends  say  of 
you  ?  your  brother,  who  dislikes  me  ?  your 
father  ?  Think  of  it,  Sibylla.  You  are 
too  good  to  be  sacrificed." 
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"  I  have  thought  of  it.  Oh,  I  foresee  the 
tempest.  I  love  my  father  and  my  brother 
dearly,  but  —  I  love  you  better.  Assert 
yourself,  my  brave,  chivalrous,  generous 
Nicholas,  and  show  the  world  that  I  have 
made  a  noble  choice.  You  have  great 
qualities  of  mind — wit,  learning,  eloquence. 
You  must  rise.  I  shall  yet  be  proud  of  you. 
And  now  I  must  hasten  away.  My  courage 
is  fast  ebbing.  My  reputation  is  now  yours 
— I  tremble  for  it." 

"  Let  me  accompany  you,  Sibylla,"  he 
said,  humbly. 

"  Surely,  surely.  With  you  is  best  of  all. 
Let  me  but  adjust  my  veil.  And  oh  !  my 
best  thanks,  Nicholas,  for  the  chivalrous 
respect  that  has  condoned  my  desperate 
act.  We  have  nothing  to  be  ashamed  of, 
have  we  ?  You  don't  despise  me  ?  I  knew 
with  whom  I  had  to  deal.  But  it  must  be 
a  secret,  must  it  not  ?  A  woman's  honour  ! 
think  of  it.  'Tis  all  we  have.  With  it, 
rich ;  without  it,  beggared.  I  tremble  to 
leave  the  house.  Where  is  my  courage 
gone  ?     And  yet  I  repent  of  nothing.     Come, 
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let  us  away.  Is  all  quiet  ?  Oh,  Nicholas, 
give  me  your  hand.  Pray  God,  they  may 
be  all  asleep  at  home  ! " 

They  left  the  house  and  made  their  way 
in  all  haste  to  Curzon  Street.  Nicholas 
heaved  a  sigh  of  boundless  relief  when  he 
saw  her  disappear  within  the  house. 
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CHAPTER  XLV. 

Andrew's  retuen  to  fownie. 

A  FORTNIGHT  after  the  momentous  night 
which  had  so  strangely  and  powerfully 
affected  the  destinies  of  Bell  and  Sibylla, 
Andrew  Prosser,  accompanied  by  Simpson, 
left  London  for  Scotland.  By  the  inter- 
position and  urgent  representations  of  Lord 
Wimpole,  Mr  Gordon,  and  Captain  Boscoe, 
the  writ  of  outlawry  against  Andrew  was 
quashed,  and  he  was  now  a  free  man, 
reinvested  with  the  rights  of  citizenship. 
After  a  tedious  and  fatiguing  journey,  or 
rather  series  of  journeys,  they  reached 
Dundee.  Wearied  of  locomotion  by  public 
conveyances,  they  set  out  after  a  brief 
delay    for    Fownie    on    foot.      During     this 
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break  in  his  journey  Andrew  visited  his 
aunt,  and  found  that  lady's  physical  and 
commercial  concerns  in  their  normal  con- 
dition of  badness.  Having  comforted  her 
as  well  as  he  could,  he  proceeded  on  his 
way.  He  was  in  a  holiday  humour,  and 
marched  along  with  light  and  elastic 
steps,  as  if  beating  time  to  unseen  music. 
Simpson,  on  the  other  hand,  was  singu- 
larly depressed,  and  at  rather  frequent 
intervals  endeavoured  to  revive  his  lan- 
guishing spirits  by  recourse  to  a  flask  of 
whisky  which  he  had  providently  brought 
with  him.  At  first  Andrew  was  too  much 
preoccupied  with  his  own  cheerful  medita- 
tions to  pay  much  attention  to  his  com- 
panion's mood  ;  but  the  latter's  occasional 
sighs  succeeded  in  rousing  Andrew  from 
his  abstraction. 

"Ye're  unco  dowie-like,  Simpson,"  he 
remarked,  with  a  touch  of  sarcasm  ;  "  what's 
wrang  ? " 

"  There's  naething  wrang,"  replied  Simp- 
son, pettishly. 

"  But  wae's  me,"  he  added,  with  a  sudden 
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relapse  into  profound  dejection,  "  it's  a'  to 
begin  ower  again." 

''What  is?" 

"  Everything,  man.  Vanity  o'  vanities, 
a'  is  vanity,  saith  the  Preacher." 

"What  has  stuck  in  your  gizzard,  Simp- 
son?   for  ye're    talking   as  if  ye    had   gaen 

"I'm  gangin'  hame,  Andy,  and  it's  a'  to 
begin  ower  again — my  life  and  my  wife,  and 
everything.  Guid  kens  what  she'll  say  to 
me,  for  I  dinna." 

"Hoots,  she'll  be  blithe  to  see  you. 
She'll  kill  the  fatted  calf  for  the  returning 
prodigal." 

"  Will  she  ?  She's  mair  likely  to  heave  a 
pint-stoup  at  my  heid.  Aiblins,  Andy,  she's 
married  again  by  this  time ;  and  then,  oh 
Lord,  what  will  I  dae  ?  The  Anchor  Inn  is 
a  guid  howff,  and  he'll  be  sweered  to  leave 
it,  I'se  warrant." 

"  She  couldna  forget  you  sae  sune  as  a' 
that.  There's  a  kind  o'  attraction  about  you, 
like  a  Chinese  puzzle  or  a  crotchety  knot. 
I  like  you  mysel',  against  the  grain." 
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'*  Thank  ye,  Andy — ye  mean  weel,  I  dinna 
doot ;  but  it's  lang  since  I  was  weighed  in 
the  balance  and  found  wanting.  I  wadna 
mind  if  I  had  brocht  hame  a  big  dollop  o' 
siller ;  but  naked  cam'  I  into  the  warld,  and 
naked  shall  I  return  thither." 

"  Eh,  ye're  an  awfu'  hypocrite,  Simpson." 

"  Meaning  me  ? "  asked  Simpson,  in  feeble 
expostulation. 

"  Yes,  you  !  I  ken  weel  enough  that  ye 
hae  made  gowpens  o'  siller." 

"  Rumour  is  a  lying  jade,  as  somebody 
says.  I  hae  some  siller,  I'll  no  deny,  but  it's 
no  enough  to  bring  a  judgment  on  me.  Eh, 
I  wish  it  was  to-morrow  morning  ! "  And  he 
applied  himself  to  his  flask. 

They  walked  on  in  silence  for  a  few  miles, 
and  then  Andrew  joyously  exclaimed — 

"  See,  yonder's  Fownie  kirk-steeple  I  " 

"  Ay,  so  I  see,"  replied  Simpson,  lugubri- 
ously. "  It  looks  like  an  extinguisher  set  on 
the  tap  o'  a  brick.  Good  Lord,  what  a 
steeple  !     But  it  suits  the  folks." 

"  Down  on  your  knees,  croaker  I "  cried 
Andrew,  indignantly,    "  and  thank  God  for 
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bringing  you  thus  far  out  of  many  dan- 
gers." 

"  Ye  can  kneel  if  ye  like,  Andy,  but  I'll  no 
barken  my  breeks  wi'  glaur  when  I'm  sae 
sune  to  see  her.     She  canna  thole  dirt." 

"  If  that's  your  wife's  way,  I  wonder  ye 
gang  aboot  like  a  gangrel  body." 

"  If  a  wife,  Andrew,  doesna  like  you  for 
yoursel',  she'll  no  like  ye  for  your  braw  claes. 
But  we  needna  argle-bargle,  seeing  as  how 
life  is  short,  and  like  the  sparks  that  fly  up- 
wards." And  Simpson  heaved  a  prodigious 
sigh. 

"  There's  ae  thing  I'm  glad  o',"  he  resumed, 
after  a  thoughtful  pause,  "  and  that  is 
saving  Bell's  life.  That  will  please  my 
mistress." 

"  Ay,  and  when  did  that  happen  ?"  asked 
Andrew. 

"  I  think  I  see  the  hale  scene  visibly  afore 
me,"  mused  Simpson  :  "  the  coach — Mr  Gor- 
don's coach — standing  a  waesome  wreck  in 
the  middle  o'  the  road ;  the  fawse  Lord 
Wimpole  making  a  desperate  stand  against  a 
couple  o'  blackguards,  while  a  third  footpad 
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was  pointing  a  pistol  at  Bell's  head  and 
threatening  death  unless  she  surrendered  the 
pearl-necklace  that  Lord  Wimpole  had  gien 
her  as  a  token  o'  his  misplaced  affections  ;  me 
coming  up  and  weising  a  bullet  through  his 
lungs " 

''  You  !  "  exclaimed  Andrew,  with  a  stupe- 
fied look. 

"  Then  Lord  Wimpole  turning  roond  and 
saying,  '  Who  may  you  be  ? '  the  nicht  being 
dark.  Then  I  says,  '  But  for  me,  that  young 
and  amiable  girl  would  have  been  a  lifeless 
corse  embrued  in  gore.'  Whereupon  says  he, 
recognising  me,  ^  Simpson,  you  have  piaffed 
me  fawse,  and  but  for  that  redeeming  act 
I  would  have  sent  a  bullet  through  your 
black  heart ' — or  words  to  that  effect." 

"  Did  ye  dream  a'  this  ? " 

"  Ye  were  aye  a  doubting  Didymus, 
Andy,"  said  Simpson,  austerely.  "  But  of 
course  it  was  dark,  and  the  glare  o'  the 
coach-lamps  dazzled  your  een." 

"  But  I  came  up  afore  you.  I  heard  you 
pechin'  ahint  me." 

"  It  was  the  real  Lord  Wimpole  that  was 
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pechin' — and  nae  ferly,  after  living  on  cocoa- 
nuts  sae  lang.  Yes,  it's  a  great  consolation 
to  me  to  think  o'  a'  that,  and  my  wife  will 
be  brawly  pleased  to  hear  it." 

"  Ye'll  no  be  expecting  me  to  say  yea  and 
amen  to  this  fable,  eh,  Simpson  ? "  asked 
Andrew. 

"  Just  as  ye  please,  Andrew ;  but  I  trust 
ye'll  no  spoil  the  moral  effect  by  contradict- 
ing me." 

Andrew  laughed  heartily,  and  the  two 
men  interchanged  no  further  conversation 
till  they  entered  Fownie  village. 

Their  appearance  excited  unbounded  as- 
tonishment and  delight.  Arms  were  ex- 
tended heavenwards  at  every  angle  of  amaze- 
ment ;  they  were  enthusiastically  greeted, 
questions  dinned  into  their  ears,  their  hands 
shaken  till  every  nerve  tingled,  and  a  boister- 
ous and  vociferating  crowd  followed  them 
towards  the  Anchor  Inn. 

"  Freends,  let  me  be,"  said  Simpson,  faintly. 
"  Hooly,  hooly,  let  me  be  !  Eh,  Andy,  strong 
bulls  o'  Bashan  hae  compassed  me  aboot. 
There  she's ! " 
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Mrs  Simpson  having  heard  the  unwonted 
commotion,  had  come  to  the  door  of  the 
inn,  and  gazed  wonderingly  upon  the  scene. 
Catching  sight  of  her  husband,  she  grew 
pale,  and  instantly  retired  into  the  inn. 
Andrew  followed,  with  Simpson  at  his  back. 
She  was  standing  in  the  passage,  trembling 
violently.  Andrew  went  forward  and  shook 
her  by  the  hand.  She  mechanically  re- 
turned the  greeting,  and  then  said  sternly 
to  her  husband,  "  Where  have  you  been  all 
this  time  ? " 

"  That's  a  lang  story,  guidwife ;  but  is 
that  a'  ye  hae  got  to  say  to  your  puir  perse- 
cuted husband  ? " 

"  Come  this  way,  my  man,  till  I  put  you 
through  your  catechism,"  she  replied,  sternly. 

As  Andrew  retired,  Simpson  cast  a  back- 
ward glance  of  mournful  significance  at 
him,  and  followed  his  spouse  into  the  private 
parlour. 

Andrew  walked  straight  from  the  inn 
to  the  manse.  He  stood  for  a  few  minutes 
in  front  of  the  green  door  before  he  could 
summon  courage  to  enter.      What  if  Milly 
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were  away  from  home,  or  ill,  or  dead  ?  He 
hastily  pushed  the  door  open  and  entered. 
Kirstie  was  cleaning  the  outside  of  the 
parlour  window,  and  on  seeing  him  uttered 
a  cry  of  astonishment.  The  parlour-door 
opened,  and  Milly  stepped  out  into  the 
lobby. 

"  Andrew ! "  she  said  softly,  and  with  so 
little  surprise  in  her  tone  that  a  dispas- 
sionate observer  would  have  perhaps  rightly 
concluded  that  Andrew  had  never  been  long 
absent  from  her  thoughts.  But  Andrew 
was  too  much  excited  to  reason  after  this 
fashion,  and  felt  chilled  by  the  undemons- 
trative character  of  his  reception.  He  shook 
hands  with  her,  and  followed  her  into  the 
parlour,  where  he  found  the  minister  and 
Mrs  Marjoribanks. 

Mr  Marjoribanks  uttered  a  startled  ex- 
clamation of  delight. 

"  Andrew  Prosser,  by  all  that's  miracu- 
lous! " 

"  I  am  rejoiced  to  see  you,  Mr  Prosser," 
said  Mrs  Marjoribanks,  rising  slowly  from 
her  chair  and  extending  her  taper  fingers. 
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"And    looking    so   well,    too !      And    where 
have  you  been  this  age  ? " 

"At  Paris,  for  a  good  part  of  the  time, 
madam,"  he  replied,  in  the  tone  of  deference 
he  always  used  in  addressing  the  conse- 
quential little  lady. 

There  was  no  doubt  he  had  improved 
in  appearance,  and  held  himself  erect  with 
manly  dignity ;  nor  did  Mrs  Marjoribanks 
fail  to  notice  that  a  handsome  dress  set 
off  to  advantage  his  well  -  proportioned 
figure. 

When  the  first  effusions  of  welcome  were 
spent,  a  somewhat  embarrassed  feeling  seemed 
to  take  possession  of  the  little  group.  Mr 
Marjoribanks  took  off  his  spectacles  and 
began  to  polish  them  briskly. 

"You  have  been  through  the  Terror,  Mr 
Prosser  ? "  asked  Milly,  in  her  gentle  and 
somewhat  melancholy  tones. 

"Yes,  Miss  Marjoribanks,  and  nearly 
perished." 

"You  must  tell  us  all  about  it  after- 
wards," said  Mrs  Marjoribanks.  "And  what 
are  you  going  to  do  now  ?     Another  teacher 
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has  been  appointed — between  ourselves,  an 
absolute  Goth  ! " 

"  I  am  to  manage  Lord  Wimpole's  estates. 
Oh,  not  the  Lord  Wimpole  we  knew;  the 
real  lord,  who  has  returned  after  extra- 
ordinary adventures.  We  were  thrown 
together  during  the  Terror.  And,  most 
wonderful  of  all,  our  Bell  is  his  daughter." 

"Really,  Mr  Prosser,"  said  Mrs  Marjori- 
banks,  "you  should  combine  your  dramatic 
effects  less  startlingly.  I  am  fast  losing  my 
sense  of  personal  identity.  Perhaps  I  shall 
turn  out  to  be  the  real  Lady  Pitcaithly." 

"I  shouldn't  wonder,"  said  Mr  Marjori- 
banks. 

"  I  fear,  my  dear,  that  you  will  destroy 
the  illusion,"  was  the  caustic  reply. 

"  I  suppose  the  Bell  we  knew  is  a  fine 
lady  now,"  said  Milly.     "I  am  so  glad." 

Andrew  somewhat  mournfully  shook  his 
head. 

"  Is  this  Lord  Wimpole,  who  has  fallen 
upon  us  like  Jupiter  out  of  heaven,  married? " 
asked  Mrs  Marjoribanks. 

"  There's    a    woman's    question    for    you. 
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Andrew,"  said  the  minister.  ''  Combine 
births,  deaths,  and  marriages  in  the  proper 
proportions,  and  you  get  a  woman's  mind." 

"  He  is  not  yet  married,"  replied  Andrew 
hastily,  to  intercept  a  sarcastic  rejoinder. 
"  I  mean  —  his  first  wife,  our  dear  Bell's 
mother,  died  many  years  ago ;  but  I  am 
pretty  sure  he  means  to  marry  a  French 
Countess." 

"  Is  she  young  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  a  charming  creature — her  hus- 
band was  guillotined." 

^'  What  a  number  of  charming  creatures 
there  would  be  if  their  husbands  were  guil- 
lotined ! "  was  Mrs  Marjoribanks'  ironical 
comment. 

The  conversation  now  showed  signs  of 
flagging,  when  suddenly  one  of  the  strings 
of  Mr  Marjoribanks'  violoncello  snapped  with 
a  loud  report.  The  whimsical  coincidence 
provoked  a  mild  burst  of  laughter. 

"  Sir  John's  feelings  have  been  too  much 
for  him,"  remarked  Mr  Marjoribanks. 

"  Sir  John  ? "  repeated  Andrew,  with  a 
puzzled  air. 
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''  What,  Andrew,  don't  you  remember  that 
I  dubbed  my  instrument  Sir  John  Falstaff, 
from  its  exuberant  rotundity ;  and  you, 
not  to  be  behind  me,  christened  your  viohn 
Ancient  Pistol?  Most  extraordinary  that 
string  breaking.  Is  it  an  omen  ?  You  ladies 
will  interpret." 

"  I  fancy  Sir  John  means  to  imply  that 
there  will  be  no  more  duets  henceforth," 
answered  Mrs  Marjoribanks.  "  Mr  Prosser 
will  not  stay  in  Fownie  now." 

"  The  bulk  of  the  estates  is  in  England, 
no  doubt,  but  I  shall  be  here  pretty  fre- 
quently," said  Andrew. 

"  You  will  be  quite  an  independent 
gentleman,"  remarked  Mrs  Marjoribanks, 
thoughtfully. 

"  In  a  modest  way." 

"  I  am  sure  you  have  rendered  Lord 
Wimpole  important  services,"  said  Milly. 

"  We  helped  each  other.  Miss  Marjori- 
banks ;  and  then  I  was  his  daughter's 
instructor.  It  all  seems  natural  enough  as 
an  accomplished  fact,  but  the  working 
out  of  it  has  been  romantic  enough." 
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"  And  have  you  still  the  same  affection 
for  the  virtues  in  capital  letters,  Mr 
Prosser  ? "  continued  Mrs  Marjoribanks  ; 
*'  I  mean  Liberty,  Fraternity,  and  the  rest 
of  them." 

"  I  am  inclined  to  think,  madam,  that 
Duty  is  the  best  of  the  lot.  Well,  I  never 
expected  to  see  you  all  again,"  he  went  on, 
with  a  tremor  in  his  voice,  and  a  glance  at 
Milly.  "What  mercies  have  crowned  my 
life  !      Praise  to  the  Giver  !  " 

Milly  quietly  slipped  from  the  room, 
and  Mrs  Marjoribanks,  her  bright  eyes 
shining  through  a  mist  of  unshed  tears, 
said  quickly,  "  You  will  share  our  dinner 
with  us,  Mr  Prosser.  Just  excuse  us  for  a 
little.  Mr  Marjoribanks,  come  and  make 
yourself  presentable.  Why  have  ministers 
always  spots  on  their  waistcoats  ? " 

"  Aaron  was  worse,  my  dear,"  said  Mr 
Marjoribanks,  somewhat  huskily,  "for  the 
oil  on  his  beard  flowed  down  to  the  skirts  of 
his  garment." 

The  little  lady  made  a  grimace  of  disgust, 
and  retired,  followed  by  her  husband. 
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Some  time  after,  Milly  re-entered  the 
room. 

"Where  is " 

She  got  no  further  with  her  question,  for 
Andrew  had  risen  at  her  entrance,  and 
looked  at  her  in  a  way  no  woman  mis- 
takes. 

"Will  you  have  me,  Milly?"  he  asked, 
tenderly. 

"Most  gladly." 

"  You  love  me,  poor  me  ?  " 

"  I  have  loved  you  from  the  very  first." 

Happy  are  the  lovers  who  have  no  need 
to  tear  a  passion  to  tatters. 

And  yet  Sibylla  and  Nicholas  conquered 
happiness.  It  was  a  strange  peculiarity 
of  that  man's  fate  and  fortune  that  his 
friends  were  all  his  partisans.  He  rose  like 
a  phoenix  from  his  ashes.  So  vigorously 
did  his  votaries  plead  his  cause,  that  he 
obtained  the  post  of  Governor  of  one  of  the 
West  India  islands.  A  couple  of  years 
after,  a  small  squadron  of  British  ships 
anchored    off    the    island ;    and   while   they 
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were  there,  a  cutter  brought  intelKgence  of 
the  apparent  approach  of  a  French  fleet. 
Unfortunately  the  British  Admiral  was 
lying  seriously  ill  at  the  Governor  s  house 
when  the  alarming  news  arrived.  Nicholas, 
by  authority  of  the  Admiral,  summoned  a 
council  of  the  superior  oflicers,  and  showed 
so  much  resolution  and  knowledge  of  naval 
tactics  that  he  was  unanimously,  and  with 
the  Admiral's  concurrence,  requested  to  take 
temporary  command  of  the  squadron.  He 
did  so  ;  and  when  the  French  fleet  appeared 
and  bore  down  upon  the  island,  he  led  his 
ships  into  action  with  such  intrepidity, 
coolness,  and  excellent  judgment,  that  he 
gained  a  decisive  victory.  For  this  gallant 
exploit  he  received  a  Baronetcy,  to  Sibylla's 
unbounded  pride  and  satisfaction.  Some 
time  after,  one  of  John  Wesley's  disciples 
came  to  the  island,  and  preached  so  elo- 
quently and  so  persuasively  that  Sir 
Nicholas  was  "  converted,"  as  the  phrase 
goes,  and  became  an  ardent  Methodist. 
Sibylla  found  in  him  a  devoted  husband. 
They  had  one  child,  a  daughter,   who  was 
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idolised  by  them  both.  Sibylla  gained,  there- 
fore, the  bold  stake  which  she  hazarded ; 
but  romantic  maidens  are  warned  not  to 
imitate  her.  It  is  only  the  dice  of  the  gods, 
as  the  Greek  proverb  says,  that  always  fall 
rightly. 

Simpson  became  an  important  personage 
in  virtue  of  his  adventures  in  France,  which 
he  was  wont  to  narrate  to  favoured  cus- 
tomers, and  in  which  he  invariably  played 
a  heroic  part.  His  narrative,  under  the 
influence  of  his  active  imagination,  became 
as  apocryphal  as  Bel  and  the  Dragon,  and 
his  deeds  of  prowess  would  have  made  the 
Seven  Champions  of  Christendom  pale  with 
envy ;  but  constant  repetition  had  given 
them  such  strength  of  embodiment,  that  no 
doubt  he  came  ultimately  to  believe  in  their 
reality.  His  consequence  increased  as  his 
wife's  health  declined,  for  she  was  no  longer 
able  to  wield  the  sceptre  of  authority,  hav- 
ing become  subject  to  occasional  attacks 
of  mental  aberration,  which  were,  however, 
of  a  mild  and  inoffensive  character.     To  do 
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him  justice,  he  was  very  attentive  to  her, 
and  his  reputation  as  a  Model  Husband  was 
the  source  of  much  self-complacency. 

Mrs  Badger  became,  through  the  influence 
which  Andrew  was  able  to  exert,  Matron  of 
an  Orphan  Asylum,  and  lived  contentedly  in 
a  little  sphere  of  immaculate  floors,  glisten- 
ing trenchers,  and  polished  cheeks. 

But  what  of  Bell  and  Walter  Gordon  ? 
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In  these  latter  days,  when  Britannia  has 
exchanged  her  trident  for  the  domestic 
broom,  and  having  fought  under  every  sky 
for  a  free  Europe,  aspires  now  only  to  a 
free  breakfast  -  table  ;  when  lovers  of  Eng- 
land's honour  are  dubbed  "jingoes,"  and 
rebels  are  glorified  as  patriots ;  when  the 
land  which  defied  the  legions  of  Napoleon 
cringes  before  Celtic  Bobadils ;  when  those 
who  make  the  laws  ajDologise  for  those  who 
break  them ;  when  politics  is  the  counting 
of  votes,  and  statesmen  change  their  opinions 
as  rapidly  as  a  vulgar  comedian  changes  his 
costume ;  when  Cleon  has  taken  the  place 
of  Pericles,  and  dictators  usurp  the  dignity 
of  monarchs ;  when,  in  fine,  the  vices  of 
democracy   have   been  acquired  without  its 
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redeeming  virtues,  —  in  these  days  surely 
the  mention  of  Trafalgar  can  only  provoke 
a  smile  of  compassionate  derision.  Grant 
there  was  heroism  :  what  blundering  heroism 
it  was  !  A  party  of  arbitrators  seated  round 
a  table  would  have  composed  this  gigantic 
and  earth  -  shaking  strife  by  inflicting  a 
heavy  fine  on  England.  Our  grandfathers' 
purses  and  not  their  veins  would  have 
bled ;  and  Nelson,  seated  in  some  snug 
office,  might  have  written  precis  for  a  naval 
secretary  who  perhaps  did  not  know  the 
difference  between  a  brig  and  a  schooner,  or 
indited  endless  minutes  about  ammunition 
and  dockyard  stores  that  were  not  needed. 
But  the  millennium  of  Cockayne  had  not 
yet  arrived.  Enough  !  the  battle  was 
fought  and  won  and  forgotten.  The  bones 
of  heroes  welter  round  the  stormy  cape  ; 
their  memory  is  vanished,  their  fame  ex- 
tinct. And  yet,  perchance,  in  some  cos- 
mic struggle  the  names  of  Waterloo  and 
Trafalgar  may  once  again  flame  forth  from 
the  dim  horizon  of  the  past,  and  proclaim 
to  each  true  Englishman,  In  hoc  signo  vinces. 

VOL.  IIL  T 
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But  ours  is  a  humbler  theme. 

On  that  great  day  when  England  expected 
that  every  man  would  do  his  duty,  and 
was  not  disapjDointed,  Walter  Gordon,  now 
Captain,  spiritedly  led  his  ship  into  action, 
and  engaged  a  hulking  Spanish  three-decker, 
which,  upon  stress  of  strong  conviction,  driven 
home  with  iron  logic,  was  fain  to  strike  her 
flag.  A  round-shot,  however,  had  ere  this 
carried  off  his  left  arm ;  and  he  returned 
to  Scotland  a  maimed  and  ailing  man.  His 
father  had  died  the  previous  year ;  his  sister 
was  far  away ;  he  was  now  a  lonely  man, 
broken  in  health  and  spirits. 

Bell  too  had  returned  to  Fownie.  Her 
father  had  been  married  for  several  years 
to  the  former  Comtesse  de  Brissac,  and  had 
now  a  son  and  daughter.  Perhaps  he  never 
entirely  forgave  Bell  for  having  loved  his 
enemy ;  and  perhaps  she,  being  a  proud  and 
sensitive  woman,  had  never  forgotten  the 
cruel  doubts  which  in  the  whirl  of  passion 
he  had  only  too  clearly  shown.  And  when 
he  had  formed  new  domestic  ties,  she  retired 
more  and  more  into  the  background.     She 
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spent  several  years  at  Manhym  House, 
where  she  completed  her  education.  And 
as  her  father  had  practically  assigned 
Swinton  Hall  to  her  as  her  place  of 
residence,  she  invited  Miss  Lucinda  to 
become  her  chaperon  and  companion.  The 
Misses  Cholmondeley  had  by  this  time 
acquired  a  modest  competence,  and  Miss 
Lucinda,  devotedly  attached  to  her  favourite 
pupil,  eagerly  accepted  the  proposal.  Bell 
was  now  a  lovely  woman,  though  no  longer 
in  her  first  bloom.  Her  health  had  long 
suffered  from  the  shock  she  had  sustained 
in  the  loss  of  her  lover ;  but  life  is  an 
estuary  in  which  the  eternal  tides  of  Lethe 
mingle  with  the  streams  of  time,  and  her 
early  grief  and  despair  faded  at  last  into 
vague  regret.  The  personality  of  her  lover 
became  a  kind  of  myth,  beautified  and  sub- 
limated into  unreal  and  imaginary  nobility. 
But  memory  had  long  since  lost  its  bitter- 
ness ;  for  when  a  man  undergoes  an 
apotheosis  in  a  woman's  mind,  he  has 
ceased  to  have  any  direct  contact  with  her 
life.       The    days    passed    pleasantly.       She 
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continued  her  study  of  music  methodically 
and  enthusiastically.  Miss  Lucinda  was 
still  true  to  Haydn,  Bell  was  a  devotee  of 
Handel,  and  many  were  their  amicable 
disputes  respecting  the  rival  claims  of 
these  great  masters. 

Walter  Gordon  had  resumed  his  acquaint- 
ance with  Bell,  but  studiously  refrained 
from  any  manifestation  of  a  deeper  feeling 
than  friendship.  Her  superior  rank  and 
accomplishments  intimidated  him ;  and  his 
maimed  condition  deepened  the  impression 
of  his  un worthiness.  Perhaps,  however,  his 
humility,  which  even  his  honourable  record 
for  valour  and  patriotism  had  no  power  to 
lessen,  did  him  better  service  than  the  gay 
exuberance  of  youthful  spirits  which  once 
had  been  his  dominant  characteristic.  Then 
his  empty  sleeve,  the  pensive  gravity  of  his 
demeanour,  and  the  isolation  of  his  life, 
inspired  a  silent  sympathy. 

He  made  frequent  visits  to  Swinton  Hall, 
where  he  was  always  sure  of  a  kindly 
welcome.  He  sat  and  listened  devoutly  to 
music    which    he    did    not    understand,    but 
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which,  on  Bell's  authority,  he  pronounced 
divine.  To  hear  her  sing,  however,  was 
always  a  poignant  pleasure.  Bell  had  too 
true  a  love  of  music  not  to  appreciate  the 
beauty  of  many  of  the  popular  songs  which 
a  modern  amateur  so  often  despises,  because 
he  cannot  realise  their  effect  when  artisti- 
cally interpreted  ;  and  she  would  sing  "  The 
Bailiff's  Daughter  of  Islington,"  "  Barbara 
Allen,"  "  Sally  in  our  Alley,"  or  "  It  was  a 
Lover  and  his  Lass,"  with  a  power,  a  pathos, 
and  a  purity  that  enchanted  him.  Poor 
fellow  1  the  aria  "  that  like  a  wounded  snake 
drags  its  slow  length  along "  through  spas- 
modic modulations,  and  hacked  and  broken 
time,  had  no  charms  for  him. 

One  day  when  he  called  and  walked  up- 
stairs he  heard  Bell  singing.  Whispering 
the  servant  not  to  announce  him,  he  stood 
on  the  landing  to  listen.  She  was  singing 
that  aria  of  Handel's  which  is  the  very 
quintessence  of  melting  sadness — 

"  Lascia  ch'  io  pianga 
La  dura  sorte," 

in  which  the  very  pauses  suggest  sobs,  and 
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depict  the  broken  and  faltering  utterance  of 
grief. 

Her  voice,  rich,  melodious,  and  plaintive, 
went  to  his  very  heart.  He  felt  the  un- 
speakable hardness  of  his  own  lot  as  he 
listened,  and  the  tears  gushed  from  his  eyes. 
The  song  ended :  he  heard  a  light  step  ap- 
proaching the  door,  and  he  hastily  brushed 
away  the  traces  of  emotion  ;  but  doubtless, 
when  Bell  opened  the  door,  her  quick  eye 
detected  his  agitation,  for  she  slightly 
blushed. 

"Come  in.  Captain  Gordon,"  she  said  gently. 

It  was  the  spacious  drawing-room  in  which 
Bell  had  had  her  memorable  interview  with 
Lord  Wimpole,  and  she  was  very  fond  of  it. 

He  sat  down,  and  the  weather  having 
been  discussed  with  an  amplitude  no  doubt 
gratifying  to  the  clerk  of  that  erratic  depart- 
ment of  physics,  an  awkward  silence  ensued, 
which  Bell  hastened  to  break. 

"  So  you  were  an  eavesdropper,  Captain 
Gordon.     Oh,  fie  !  " 

"  I  could  not  help  it,  Miss  Isabel.  The 
fact  is,  I  am  never  tired  of  listening  to  you. 
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What  is  It  that  Milton  says  of  '  linked  sweet- 
ness long  drawn  out '  ?  " 

"  Yes,  that  is  a  marvellously  fine  descrip- 
tion of  music.  But  then,  Milton  was  himself 
a  musician.  After  all,  don't  you  think 
poetry  depends  quite  as  much  upon  know- 
ledge as  upon  inspiration  ?  For  example,  the 
expressions — 

'  Untwisting  all  the  chains  that  tie 
The  hidden  soul  of  harmony,' 

and 

'  Wanton  heed  and  giddy  cunning,' 

are  just  the  poetical  ways  of  designating  the 
rules  of  counterpoint  as  regards  intervals, 
progressions,  and  modulations." 

''  I  am  glad  to  take  your  word  for  it,  dear 
Miss  Isabel.  I  don't  know  the  theory  of 
music,  but,  like  everybody  who  makes  that 
confession,  I  have  a  fair  ear.  I  can,  for  ex- 
ample, hear  the  tones  of  your  voice  in 
imagination  at  any  time.  I  sometimes  even 
imitate  them  to  myself  You  see  I  have 
nobody  to  speak  to  except  old  Wilkie,  and 
he  grows  aj)pallingly  deaf" 
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He  was  silent  for  a  while,  but  seeing  a 
sympathetic  look  in  her  eyes,  he  went  on. 

"  I  once  hoped  it  would  be  different.  But 
one  should  not  expect  much  from  life. 
I  almost  wish  sometimes  that  the  ball 
which  emptied  my  sleeve  had  struck  a 
vital  part." 

"  Oh,  do  not  say  so  !  your  friends  would 
have  been  deeply  grieved." 

"Ah,  Miss  Isabel,  my  profession  of  faith 
is  good  old  Goldsmith's  : — 

'  And  what  is  friendship  but  a  name  ; 

A  charm  that  lulls  to  sleep ; 
A  shade  that  follows  "wealth  or  fame, 
But  leaves  the  wretch  to  weep  1 

And  love  is  still  an  emptier  sound, 

The  modern  fair  one's  jest : 
On  earth  unseen,  or  only  found 

To  warm  the  turtle's  nest.' 

Ah  !  what  a  lovely  ballad  that  is  !  But  its 
happy  ending  violates  probability." 

"  How  melancholy  you  are  !  Don't  you 
think  you  should  try  some  active  occupa- 
tion— go  into  Parliament,  for  example  ?  " 

"  No,  Miss  Isabel,  I  mean  to  try  a  change 
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of  scene.     I  intend  to  pay  my  sister  Sibylla 
a  visit." 

Bell's  face  grew  pale. 

"  That  is  a   very  long  distance.     Is    this 
not  a  very  sudden  resolve  ? " 

"  A  sudden  inspiration  I  call  it.  Sibylla 
and  I  were  always  great  friends,  though  now 

of  course " 

He  broke  off,  perceiving  that  he  was  on 
dangerous  ground. 

"  But  don't  you  think  friendship  and  affec- 
tion should  be  something  better  than  a  mere 
diversion  ?  "  said  Bell.  "  If  we  go  to  see 
our  friends  as  we  might  go  to  Bath  or  Tun- 
bridge  Wells,  it  is  surely  no  great  compli- 
ment to  them,  and  it  is  a  confession  of  our 
own  want  of  resource." 

"  Very  possibly  you  are  right.  I  know  I 
must  bore  my  friends  with  my  long  faces." 

"Your  friends  respect  you  too  much  for 
that,  and  they  know  how  much  you  have 
suffered.  But  I  doubt  not  you  will  recover 
your  former  cheerfulness." 

''  But  what  if  I  do  not  wish  to  recover  it  ? 
What  if  I  prefer  to  be,  as  it  were,  a  noble 
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ruin  ?  "  he  asked,  with  a  smile.  "  Besides, 
a  man  with  his  health  impaired  can  hardly 
be  cheerful.  You  see,  amputation  is  always 
bad  enough  ;  but  on  shipboard,  in  the  heat 
of  an  engagement,  with  a  smear  of  tar  to 
act  as  a  styptic — but  I  beg  pardon.  Then 
I  am  very  helpless  with  only  one  arm.  Eat- 
ing my  dinner  is  quite  a  feat  of  ingenuity. 
I  have  to  get  my  meat  cut  up  for  me  as 
if  I  were  an   infant.     Think  of  that !  " 

"I  do  think  of  it,  and  I  remember  that 
you  lost  your  arm  in  order  that  we  might 
be  able  to  eat  our  dinner  in  peace  and 
security." 

"  Spoken  like  your  own  kind  self  Ah, 
how  changed  things  are  since  we  used  to 
read  about  pious  ^neas  with  worthy  Mr 
Prosser !  You  are  a  lady  of  rank  now — I 
am  proud  and  happy  to  know  it ;  but  I  like 
best  to  think  of  you  in  your  plain  print 
gown." 

"  I  was  a  very  rustic  specimen  then,"  said 
Bell,  with  a  smile. 

*'  Nay,  you  always  looked  like  a  princess 
in  disguise.     You   remember    how   we  used 
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to  go  over  the  Latin  together  in  the  play- 
ground ;  and,  hypocrite  that  I  was,  I  used 
to  pretend  I  was  more  ignorant  than  I 
really  was,  for  the  pleasure  of  it.  I  wonder 
how  often  I  have  written  in  my  exercise 
book — 

'  Dulce  ridentem  Lalagen  amabo, 
Dulce  loquentem.' " 

"  I  don't  think  I  was  ever  much  of  a 
Lalage,"  said  Bell,  blushing. 

"  No,  you  were  too  wise  and  pensive  ever 
to  prattle.  Ah  !  those  were  happy  days  ! 
What  a  pity  it  is  that  we  must  grow  jdM  ! 
And  the  worst  of  it  is,  that  though  the  old 
song  says — 

'  Gather  ye  rosebuds  while  ye  may, 
Old  Time  is  still  a-flying,' 

we  can't  or  we  won't  do  it.  The  bud 
expands  into  a  flower,  and  wastes  its  sweet- 
ness on  the  desert  air.  Well,  well,  the  rose 
is  in  my  heart  and  scents  my  memory." 

"  You  are  quite  lyrical  to  -  day.  Captain 
Gordon.  You  should  write  poems  in  Her- 
ri ck's  style,  and  embalm  your  feelings." 
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"  When  did  ever  sailors  write  poems  ? 
And  that  is  strange,  is  it  not,  when  we 
consider  the  beauty,  the  romance,  and  the 
mystery  of  the  sea  ?  " 

"  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  wrote  poetry,  did  he 
not  ? " 

"  Perhaps  he  did  ;  but  then  he  was  an 
Elizabethan  man,  and  so  all  mankind's 
epitome,  as  somebody  says.  My  general 
knowledge,  dear  Miss  Isabel,  is  scrappy.  I 
need  a  cultivated  lady  to  complete  my 
education.  But  if  I  did  write  verses  they 
would  be  very  monotonous." 

"Why  so?" 

''  Because  they  would  have  only  one 
subject.  They  would  be  like  Orlando's  lines 
in  '  As  You  Like  It '  :— 

'  From  the  East  to  Western  Ind 
No  jewel  is  like  Rosalind ' — 

I  forget  the  rest ;  and  it  doesn't  matter,  for 
the  continuation  would  run  like  this — let  me 


see  ;  yes  : — 


JSTo  tongue  of  poet  ere  could  tell 
The  beauties  of  bridit  Isabelle." 
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"  Oh,  Mr  Gordon,  I  won't  ask  you  to  be 
lyrical  again  ! " 

"  My  inspiration  on  such  a  theme  isn't 
exhausted. 

Look  in  my  heart  as  in  a  well, 
And  you'll  behold  fair  Isabelle. 

And  truth  this  time  is  in  a  well.     Or  aofain  : 

My  best  possessions  I  would  sell 
To  win  a  smile  from  Isabelle. 

There  is  no  epithet  in  this  couplet  for 
Isabelle,  for  who  can  describe  her  when  she 
smiles  ?  There  now  !  if  you  don't  crown  me 
with  laurel  it  will  be  very  ungrateful  of 
you." 

"  Nobody  should  be  grateful  for  flattery, 
dear  Mr  Gordon,"  said  Bell,  softly.  "Are 
you  not  yet  cured  ?  " 

''  Not  cured,  and  never  likely  to  be.  As 
Rosalind  puts  it — '  My  affection  hath  an 
unknown  bottom,  like  the  Bay  of  Portugal ' 
— wherever  that  may  be.  But  I  fear  I  only 
tease  and  embarrass  you,  and  perchance  you 
will  tire  of  my  visits  and  shut  me  out  of 
Paradise." 
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"  You  will  always  be  welcome  here,"  said 
Bell,  with  tears  in  her  eyes  ;  "  and  oh,  I  feel 
guilty  when  I  think  of  your  blighted  hopes  ! 
I  have  never  deserved  such  devotion." 

''  Good  women  never  know  their  own 
worth.  Miss  Isabel.  Well,  I  must  not  detain 
you  longer.  I'll  go  home  and  read  Shake- 
speare." 

He  rose  and  held  out  his  hand,  with  the 
melancholy  but  tender  smile  which  she  knew 
so  well. 

Her  lip  quivered,  she  hesitated  for  a 
moment,  and  then  with  a  swift  and  dex- 
terous movement  she  took  hold  of  his  empty 
sleeve  and  put  it  round  her  neck. 


THE     END. 
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by  Lehmann.     Fifth  Edition.     Demy  8vo,  7s.  6d. 

MADONNA  PIA,  a  Tragedy  ;  and  Three  Other  Dramas. 
Written  and  Translated  by  Sir  THEODORE  MARTIN,  K.C.B. 
Crown  8vo,  7s.  6d. 

POEMS  AND  BALLADS  OF  HEINRICH  HEINE.  Done 
INTO  English  Verse.  By  the  Same  Author.  Third  Edition. 
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GEORGE  ELIOT'S  NOVELS.  Cheap  Edition.  Crown  8vo, 
in  Uniform  Binding. 
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DANIEL  DERONDA, 7s.  6d. 
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GEORGE  ELIOT'S  LIFE, 7s.  Qdi. 
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3s.  6d. 
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PHILOSOPHICAL   CLASSICS    FOR   ENGLISH   READERS. 

Edited  by  WILLIAM  KNIGHT,  LL.D., 

Professor  of  Moral  Philosophy  in  the  University  of  St  Andrews. 

In  crown  8vo  Volumes,  with  Portraits,  price  3s.  6d. 

Contents  of  the  Series. 


Descartes,  by  Professor  Mahaffy,  Dub- 
lin.—Butler,  by  Rev.  W.  Lucas  Collins, 
M. A. —Berkeley,  by  Professor  Campbell 
Fraser. — Fichte,  by  Professor  Adamson, 
Owens  College,  Manchester.  —  Kant,  by 
Professor  Wallace,  Oxford. — Hamilton,  by 
Professor  Veitch,  Glasgow.  —  Hegel,  by 
Professor  Edward  Caird,  Glasgow.— Leib- 


niz, by  J.  Theodore  Merz. — Vico,  by  Pro- 
fessor Flint,  Edinburgh. — Hobbes,  by  Pro- 
fessor Crooni  Robertson. — Hume,  by  the 
Editor.— Spinoza,  by  the  Very  Rev.  Prin- 
cipal Caird,  Glasgow. — Bacon:  Part  I. 
The  Life,  by  Professor  Nichol.— Bacon  : 
Part  II.  Philosophy,  by  the  same  Author. 
Locke,  by  Professor  Campbell  Fraser. 


FOREIGN    CLASSICS    FOR    ENCLISH    READERS. 

Edited  by  Mrs  OLIPHANT. 

In  crown  8vo,  2s.  6cl. 
Contents  of  the  Series. 


Dante,  by  the  Editor.  —  Voltaire,  by 
General  Sir  E.  B.  Hamley,  K.C.B. 
—Pascal,  by  Principal  Tulloch.  —  Pet- 
rarch, by  Henry  Reeve,  C.B.— Goethe, 
by  A.  Hayward,  Q.C.— Moliere,  by  the 
Editor  and  F.  Tarver,  M.A.— Montaigne, 
by  Rev.  W.  L.  Collins,  M. A.— Rabelais, 
by  Walter  Besant,  M.A.  —  Calderon,  by 
E.  J.  Hasell.  — Saint  Simon,  by  Clifton 
W.    Collins,    M.A.  —  Cervantes,    by    the 


Editor.  —  Corneille  and  Racine,  by 
Henry  M.  Trollope.  —  Madame  de 
Sevigne,  by  Miss  Thackeray. — La  Fon- 
taine, and  other  French  Fabulists, 
by  Rev.  W.  Lucas  Collins,  M.A. —Schil- 
ler, by  James  Sime,  M.A.,  Author  of 
'Lessing,  his  Life  and  Writings.'— Tasso, 
by  E.  J.  Hasell.  —  Rousseau,  by  Heary 
Grey  Graham. —Alfred  de  Musset,  by 
C.  F.  Oliphant. 


ANCIENT   CLASSICS    FOR    ENGLISH    READERS. 

Edited  by  the  Rev.  W.  LUCAS   COLLINS,  M.A. 

Complete  in  28  Vols,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  price  2s.  6d.  each.     And  may  also  be  had  in 
14  Volumes,  strongly  and  neatly  bound,  with  calf  or  vellum  back,  £3,  10s. 
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Homer:  The  Iliad,  by  the  Editor.— 
Homer:  The  Odyssey,  by  the  Editor. — 
Herodotus,  by  George  C.  Swayne,  M.A. — 
Xenophon,  by  Sir  Alexander  Grant,  Bart., 
LL.D. — Euripides,  by  W.  B.  Donne.— 
Aristophanes,  by  the  Editor.— Plato,  by 
Clifton  W.  Collins,  M.A.— Lucian,  by  the 
Editor.  —  iEscHYLUs,  by  the  Right  Rev. 
the  Bishop  of  Colombo. —Sophocles,  by 
Clifton  W.  Collins,  M.A. — Hesiod  and 
Theognis,  by  the  Rev.  J.  Davies,  M.A.— 
Greek  Anthology,  by  Lord  Neaves.  — 
Virgil,  by  the  Editor.— Horace,  by  Sir 
Theodore  Martin,  K.C.B.  —  Juvenal,  by 
Edward    Walford,    M.A.  —  Plautus    and 


Terence,  by  the  Editor  — The  Commen- 
taries OF  C^sar,  by  Anthony  Trollope. 
—Tacitus,  by  W.  B.  Donne.— Cicero,  by 
the  Editor.  —  Pliny's  Letters,  by  the 
Rev.  Alfred  Church,  M.A.,  and  the  Rev. 
W.  J.  Brodribb,  M.A.  —  Livy,  by  the 
Editor.— Ovid,  by  the  Rev.  A.  Church, 
M.A. —  Catullus,  Tibullus,  and  Pro- 
PERTius,  by  the  Rev.  Jas.  Davies,  M.A. 
—  Demosthenes,  by  the  Rev.  W.  J. 
Brodribb,  M.A. — Aristotle,  by  Sir  Alex- 
ander Grant,  Bart.,  LL.D. — Thucydides, 
by  the  Editor.  —  Lucretius,  by  W.  H. 
Mallock,  M.A. —Pindar,  by  the  Rev.  F. 
D.  Morice,  M.A. 
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this  in  giving  '  English  readers '  an  insight,  exact  as  far  as  it  goes,  into  those  olden  times 
M-hich  are  so  remote,  and  yet  to  many  of  us  so  close." 
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History  of  Europe.    By  Sir  Archibald  Alison,  Bart.,  D.C.L. 

1.  From  the  Commencement  of  the  French  Revolution  to 

the  Battle  of  Waterloo. 

Library  Edition,  14  vols.,  with  Portraits.     Demy  8vo,  £10,  10s. 
Another  Edition,  in  20  vols,  crown  8vo,  £6. 
People's  Edition,  13  vols,  crown  8vo,  £2,  lis. 

2.  Continuation  to  the  Accession  of  Louis  Napoleon. 

Library  Edition,  8  vols.  8vo,  £6,  7s.  6d. 
People's  Edition,  8  vols,  crown  Svo,  34s. 

Epitome  of  Alison's   History  of  Europe.      Thirtieth  Thou- 
sand, 7s.  6d. 

Atlas  to  Alison's  History  of  Europe.    By  A.  Keith  Johnston. 

Library  Edition,  demy  4to,  £3,  3s. 
People's  Edition,  31s.  6d. 

Life  of  John  Duke  of  Marlborough.     With  some  Account  of 

his  Contemporaries,  and  of  the  War  of  the  Succession.  Third  Edition.  2  vols. 
8vo.     Portraits  and  Maps,  30s. 

Essays :    Historical,   Political,   and    Miscellaneous.      3   vols. 

demy  Svo,  45s. 

ACROSS  FRANCE  IN  A  CARAVAN :  Being  some  Account 

OF  A  Journey  from  Bordeaux  to  Genoa  in  the  "  Escargot,"  taken  in  the  Winter 
1889-90.  By  the  Author  of  '  A  Day  of  my  Life  at  Eton.'  With  fifty  Illustrations 
by  John  Wallace,  after  Sketches  by  the  Author,  and  a  Map.  Cheap  Edition, 
demy  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

ACTA  SANCTORUM  HIBERNI^  ;  Ex  Codice  Salmanticensi. 

Nunc  primum  integre  edita  opera  Caroli  de  Smedt  et  Josephi  de  Backer,  e 
Soc.  Jesu,  Hagiographorum  Bollandianorum ;  Auctore  et  Sumptus  Largiente 
Joanne  Patricio  Marchione  Bothae.  In  One  handsome  4to  Volume,  bound  in 
half  roxburghe,  £2,  2s.;  in  paper  cover,  31s.  6d. 

AGRICULTURAL  HOLDINGS  ACT,  1883.    With  Notes  by  a 

Member  of  the  Highland  and  Agricultural  Society.    Svo,  3s.  6d. 

AIRMAN. 

Manures  and  the  Principles  of  Manuring.    By  C.  M.  Aikman, 

B.Sc,  F.R.S.E.,  &c..  Professor  of  Chemistry,  Glasgow  Veterinary  College; 
Examiner  in  Chemistry,  University  of  Glasgow,  &c.    Crown  Svo,  6s.  6d. 
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7s.  6d. 

ALLARDYCE. 
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Svo,  6s. 

Memoir  of  the  Honourable  George  Keith  Elphinstone,  K.B., 

Viscount  Keith  of  Stonehaven,  Marischal,  Admiral  of  the  Red.    Svo,  with  Por- 
trait, Illustrations,  and  Maps,  21s. 

ALMOND.     Sermons  by  a  Lay  Head-master.     By  Hely  Hutch- 
inson Almond,  M.A.  Oxon.,  Head-master  of  Loretto  School.    CroAvn  Svo,  5s. 

ANCIENT  CLASSICS  FOR  ENGLISH  READERS.     Edited 

by  Rev.  W.  Lucas  Collins,  M.A.     Price  2s.  6d.  each.    For  List  of  Vols.,  seep.  2. 

ANNALS   OF  A  FISHING  VILLAGE.     By  "A  Son  of  the 

Marshes."    See  page  2S. 

AYTOUN. 

Lays  of  the   Scottish  Cavaliers,  and  other  Poems.     By  W. 

Edmondstoune  Aytoun,  D.C.L.,  Professor  of  Rhetoric  and  Belles-Lettres  in  the 
University  of  Edinburgh.     New  Edition.     Fcai).  Svo,  3s.  6d. 

Another  Edition.    Fcap.  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

Cheap  Edition.     Is.    Cloth,  Is.  3d. 

An  Illustrated  Edition  of  the  Lays  of  the  Scottish  Cavaliers. 

From  designs  by  Sir  Noel  Paton.     Small  4to,  in  gilt  cloth,  21s. 

Bothwell :   a  Poem.     Third  Edition.     Fcap.,  7s.  6d. 

Poems    and    Ballads    of    Goethe.      Translated  by  IVofessor 

Aytoun  and  Sir  Theodore  Martin,  K.C.B.    Third  Edition.     Fcap.,  6s. 

Bon  Gaultier's  Book  of  Ballads.     By  the  Same.     Fifteenth 

Edition.    With  Illustrations  by  Doyle,  Leech,  and  Crowquill.    Fcap.  Svo,  5s. 

The   Ballads    of    Scotland.      Edited    by  Professor    Aytoun. 

Fourth  Edition.     2  vols.  fcap.  Svo,  12s. 

Memoir  of  William  E.  Aytoun,  D.C.L.      By  Sir  Theodore 

Martin,  K.C.B.    With  Portrait.     Post  Svo,  12s. 

BACH. 

On  Musical  Education  and  Vocal  Culture.     By  Albert  B. 

Bach.    Fourth  Edition.     Svo,  7s.  6d. 

The  Principles  of  Singing.     A  Practical  Guide  for  Vocalists 

and  Teachers.     With  Course  of  Vocal  Exercises.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

The  Art  of   Singing.      With  Musical   Exercises  for  Young 

People.    Crown  Svo,  3s. 

The  Art  Ballad  :  Loewe  and  Schubert.     With  Musical  Illus- 
trations.    With  a  Portrait  of  Loewe.    Third  Edition.    Small  4to,  5s. 

BAIRD  LECTURES. 

Theism.     By  Rev.  Professor  Flint,  D.D.,  Edinburgh.     Eighth 

Edition.     Crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 
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Anti-Theistic  Theories.     By  Rev.  Professor  Flint,  D.D.,  Eclm- 

bui'sli.     Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  10s.  6d. 

The  Early  Religion  of  Israel.     As  set  forth  by  Biblical  Writers 

and  modern  Critical  Historians.  By  Rev.  Professor  Robertson,  D.D.,  Glasgow. 
Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  10s.  (jd. 

The  Inspiration  of  the  Holy  Scriptures.     By  Rev.  Robert 

Jamieson,  D.D.    Crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

The  Mysteries  of  Christianity.    By  Rev.  Professor  Crawford, 

D.D.    Crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

Endowed  Territorial  Work  :  Its  Supreme  Importance  to  the 

Church  and  Country.     By  Rev.  William  Smith,  D.D.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 

BALLADS    AND    POEMS.     By   Members  of  the  Glasgow 

Ballad  Club.     Ci'own  Svo,  7s.  Gd. 

BANNATYNE.      Handbook  of  Republican  Institutions  in  the 

United  States  of  America.  Based  upon  Federal  and  State  Laws,  and  other  reli- 
able sources  of  information.  By  Dugald  J.  Bannatyne,  Scotch  Solicitor,  New 
York ;  Member  of  the  Faculty  of  Procurators,  Glasgow.    Crown  Svo,  7s.  Gd. 

BELLAIRS. 

The   Transvaal   War,   1880-81.      Edited  by  Lady  Bellairs. 

With  a  Frontispiece  and  Map.     Svo,  15s,    - 

Gossips  with  Girls  and  Maidens,  Betrothed  and  Free.     New 

Edition.    Crown  Svo,  3s.  Gd,     Cloth,  extra  gilt  edges,  5s. 

BELLESHEIM.     History  of  the  Catholic  Church  of  Scotland. 

From  the  Introduction  of  Christianity  to  the  Present  Day.  By  Alphons  Bel- 
LESHEiM,  D.D.,  Canon  of  Aix-la-Chapelle.  Translated,  with  Notes  and  Additions, 
by  D.  Oswald  Hunter  Blair,  O.S.B.,  Monk  of  Fort  Augustus.  Complete  m 
4  vols,  demy  Svo,  with  Maps.     Price  12s.  Gd,  each. 

BENTINCK.     Racing  Life  of  Lord  George  Cavendish  Sentinck, 

M.P.,  and  other  Reminiscences.  By  John  Kent,  Private  Trainer  to  the  Good- 
wood Stable.  Edited  by  the  Hon.  Francis  Lawley.  With  Twenty-three  full- 
page  Plates,  and  Facsimile  Letter.    Third  Edition.     Demy  Svo,  25s, 

BESANT.  ^^.  . 

The  Revolt  of  Man.     By  Walter  Besant.     Tenth  Edition. 

Crown  Svo,  3s.  Gd, 

Readings  in  Rabelais.     Crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

BEVERIDGE. 

Culross  and  Tulliallan  ;  or  Perthshire  on  Forth.     Its  History 

and  Antiquities.  With  Elucidations  of  Scottish  Life  and  Character  from  the 
Burgh  and  Kirk-Session  Records  of  that  District,  By  David  Beveridge,  2  vols. 
Svo,  with  Illustrations,  42s, 

Between  the  Ochils  and  the  Forth  ;  or,  From  Stirling  Bridge 

to  Aberdour.    Crown  Svo,  Gs, 

BIRCH.  ^     , 

Examples  of  Stables,  Hunting-Boxes,  Kennels,  Racing  Estab- 
lishments, &c.  By  John  Birch,  Architect,  Author  of  '  Country  Architecture, 
&c.     With  30  Plates.     Royal  Svo,  7s. 

Examples  of  -Labourers'  Cottages,  &c.  With  Plans  for  Im- 
proving the  Dwellings  of  the  Poor  in  Large  Towns,    With  34  Plates.    Royal  Svo, 

Picturesque  Lodges.     A  Series  of  Designs  for  Gate  Lodges, 

Park  Entrances,  Keepers',  Gardeners',  Bailiffs',  Grooms',  Upper  and  Under  Ser- 
vants' Lodges,  and  other  Rural  Residences.     With  IG  Plates.     4to,  12s,  Gd. 

BLACK.     Heligoland  and  the  Islands  of  the  North  Sea.    By 

William  George  Black.    Crown  Svo,  4s. 
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BLACKIE. 

Lays  and  Legends  of  Ancient  Greece.      By  John    Stuart 

Blackie,  Emoritus  Professor  of  Greek  in  the  University  of  Edinburgh.    Second 
Edition.     Fcap.  Svo,  5s. 

The  Wisdom  of  Goethe.     Fcap.  Svo.     Cloth,  extra  gilt,  6s. 
Scottish  Song  :   Its  Wealth,  Wisdom,  and  Social  Significance. 

Crown  Svo.     With  Music.    7s.  6d. 

A  Song  of  Heroes.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
BLACKMORE.     The  Maid  of  Sker.      By  R.   D.   Blackmore, 

Author  of  'Lorna  Doone,'  &c.    New  Edition.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 

BLACKWOOD. 

Blackwood's  Magazine,  from  Commencement  in  1S17  to  March 

1894.     Nos.  1  to  941,  forming  154  Volumes. 

Lidex  to  Blackwood's  Magazine.     Vols.  1  to  50.     Svo,  15s. 
Tales  from  Blackwood.   First  Series.   Price  One  Shilling  each, 

in  Paper  Cover.    Sold  separately  at  all  Railway  Bookstalls. 

They  may  also  be  had  bound  in  12  vols.,  cloth,  ISs.    Half  calf,  richly  gilt,  30s. 
Or  the  12  vols,  in  6,  roxburghe,  21s.     Half  red  morocco,  2Ss. 

Tales  from  Blackwood.     Second  Series.     Complete  in  Tw^enty- 

four  Shilling  Parts.     Handsomely  bound  in  12  vols.,  cloth,  30s.     In  leather  back, 
roxburghe  style,  37s.  6d.     Half  calf,  gilt,  52s.  6d.     Half  morocco,  55s. 

Tales  from  Blackwood.     Third  Series.     Complete  in  Twelve 

Shilling  Parts.     Handsomely  bound  in  6  vols.,  cloth,  15s.;  and  in  12  vols.,  cloth, 
18s.    The  6  vols,  in  roxburghe,  21s.     Half  calf,  25s.    Half  morocco,  28s. 

Travel,  Adventure,  and  Sport.     From  '  Blackwood's  Magazine.' 

Uniform  with  'Tales  from  Blackwood.'    In  Twelve  Parts,  each  price  Is.     Hand- 
somely bound  in  6  vols.,  cloth,  15s.    And  in  half  calf,  25s. 

New  Educational  Series.    See  separate  Catalogue. 
New  Uniform  Series  of  Novels  (Copyright). 

Crown  Svo,  cloth.     Price  3s.  6d.  each.     Now  ready : — 


Lady  Lee's  Widowhood.    By  General  Sir 

E.  B.  Hamley. 
Katie  Stewart,  and  other  Stories.    By  Mrs 

Oliphant. 
Valentine,  and  his  Brother.  By  the  Same. 
Sons  and  Daughters.     By  the  Same. 
Marmorne.     By  P.  G.  Hamerton. 
Reata.     By  E.  D.  Gerard. 
Beggar  my  Neighbour.     By  the  Same. 
The  Waters  of  Hercules.    By  the  Same. 
Fair  to  See.     By  L.  W.  M.  Lockhart. 
Mine  is  Thine.     By  the  Same. 
Doubles  and  Quits.    By  the  Same. 


Hurrish.     By  the  Hon.  Emily  Lawless. 

Altiora  Peto.    By  Laurence  Oliphant. 

Piccadilly.     By  the  Same.    With  Illustra- 
tions. 

The  Revolt  or  Man.     By  Walter  Besant. 

Lady  Baby.     By  D.  Gerard. 

The  Blacksmith  of  Voe.     By  Paul  Gush- 
ing. 

The   Dilemma.      By  the  Author  of  'The 
Battle  of  Dorking.' 

My  Trivial  Life  and  Misfortune.     By  A 
Plain  Woman. 

Poor  Nellie.    By  the  Same. 
Others  in  'preparation. 

Standard  Novels.      Uniform    in    size    and    binding.      Each 

complete  in  one  Volume. 

FLORIN  SERIES,  Illustrated  Boards.     Bound  in  Cloth,  2s.  6d. 


Tom  Cringle's  Log.     By  Michael  Scott. 
The  Cruise  of  the  Midge.    By  the  Same. 
Cyril  Thornton.     By  Captain  Hamilton. 
Annals  of  the  Parish.     By  John  Gait. 
The  Provost,  &c.     By  the  Same. 
Sir  Andrew  Wylie.     By  the  Same. 
The  Entail.     By  the  Same. 
Miss  Molly.    By  Beatrice  May  Butt. 
Reginald  Dalton.     By  J.  G.  Lockhart. 


Pen  Owen.     By  Dean  Hook. 

Adam  Blair.     By  J.  G.  Lockhart. 

Lady  Lee's  Widowhood.   By  General  Sir  E. 

B.  Hamley. 
Salem  Chapel.     By  Mrs  Oliphant. 
The  Perpetual  Curate.    By  the  Same. 
Miss  Marjoribanks.    By  the  Same. 
John  :  A  Love  Story.    By  the  Same. 
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Gravenhurst ;  or,  Thoughts  on  Good  and  Evil.     Second  Edi- 
tion.    With  Memoir  and  Portrait  of  the  Author.     Crown  Svo,  8s. 

The  Story  of  William  and  Lucy  Smith.     Edited  by  Geoege 

Merriam.     Large  post  Svo,  12s.  6d. 

SMITH.      Memoir  of   the  Families  of   M'Combie  and  Thoms, 

originally  M'Intosh  and  M 'Thomas.  Compiled  from  History  and  Tradition.  By 
William  M'Combie  Smith.     With  Illustrations,    Svo,  7s.  (jd. 

SMITH.      Greek  Testament  Lessons  for  Colleges,  Schools,  and 

Private  Students,  consisting  chiefly  of  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount  and  the  Parables 
of  our  Lord.  With  Notes  and  Essays.  By  the  Rev.  J.  Hunter  Smith,  M.A., 
King  Edward's  School,  Birmingham.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 

SMITH.     The  Secretary  for  Scotland.     Being  a  Statement  of  the 

Powers  and  Duties  of  the  new  Scottish  Office.  With  a  Short  Historical  Intro- 
duction, and  numerous  references  to  important  Administrative  Documents.  By 
W.  C.  Smith,  LL.B.,  Advocate.     Svo,  6s. 

"SON  OF  THE  MARSHES,  A." 

Within  an  Hour  of  London  Town :  Among  Wild  Birds  and 

their  Haunts.  By  "A  Son  of  the  Marshes."  Edited  by  J.  A.  Owen.  Second 
Edition.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 

With   the  Woodlanders,  and  By  the  Tide.     Second  Edition. 

Crown  Svo,  6s. 

On  Surrey  Hills.      Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Annals   of  a  Fishing  Village.     New  and   Cheaper   Edition. 

Crown  Svo,  5s.    Illustrated  Edition.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 

SORLEY.  The  Ethics  of  Naturalism.  Being  the  Shaw  Fellow- 
ship Lectures,  18S4.  By  W.  R.  Sorley,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Trinity  College,  Cam- 
bridge, Professor  of  Logic  and  Philosophy  in  University  College  of  South  Wales. 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 

SPEEDY.     Sport  in  the  Highlands  and  Lowlands  of  Scotland 

with  Rod  and  Gun.  By  Tom  Speedy.  Second  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged. 
With  Illustrations  by  Lieut. -General  Hope  Crealocke,  C.B.,  C.M.G.,  and  others. 
Svo,  15s. 

SPROTT.   The  Worship  and  Offices  of  the  Church  of  Scotland. 

By  George  W.  Sprott,  D.D.,  Minister  of  North  Berwick.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 

STARFORTH.      Villa  Residences   and  Farm   Architecture:   A 

Series  of  Designs.  By  John  Starforth,  Ai'chitect.  102  Engravings.  Second 
Edition.     Medium  4to,  £2,  I7s.  6d. 

STATISTICAL  ACCOUNT  OF  SCOTLAND.    Complete,  with 

Index.     15  vols.  Svo,  £16,  16s. 

STEPHENS. 

The  Book  of  the  Farm  ;  detailing  the  Labours  of  the  Farmer, 

Farm-Steward,  Ploughman,  Shepherd,  Hedger,  Farm-Labourer,  Field-Worker, 
and  Cattle-man.  Illustrated  with  numerous  Portraits  of  Animals  and  Engravings 
of  Implements,  and  Plans  of  Farm  Buildings.  Fourth  Edition.  Revised,  and 
in  great  part  Rewritten  by  James  Macdonald,  F.R.S.E.,  Secretary,  Highland 
and  Agricultural  Society  of  Scotland.  Complete  in  Six  Divisional  Volumes, 
bound  in  cloth,  each  10s.  6d.,  or  handsomely  bound,  in  3  volumes,  with  leather 
back  and  gilt  top,  £3,  3s. 

The  Book  of  Farm  Implements  and  Machines.     By  J.  Slight 

and  R.  Scott  Burn,  Engineers.    Edited  by  Henry  Stephens.    Large  Svo,  £2,  2s. 
Catechism  of  Agriculture.  \-New  Edition  in  preparation. 
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STEVENSON.     British    Fungi.     (Hymenomycetes).     By    Rev. 

John  Stevenson,  Author  of  'Mycologia  Scotia,'  Hon.  Sec.  Cryptogamic  Society 
of  Scotland,    Vols.  I.  and  II.,  post  8vo,  with  Illustrations,  price  12s.  6d.  net  each. 

STEWART. 

Advice  to   Purchasers  of  Horses.     By  John  Stewart,  V.S. 

New  Edition.     2s.  6d. 

Stable  Economy.     A  Treatise  on  the  Management  of  Horses 

in  relation  to  Stabling,  Grooming,  Feeding,  Watering,  and  Working.  Seventh 
Edition.     Fcap.  8vo,  6s.  6d. 

STEWART.  A  Hebrew  Grammar,  with  the  Pronunciation,  Syl- 
labic Division  and  Tone  of  the  Words,  and  Quantity  of  the  Vowels.  By  Rev. 
Duncan  Stewart,  D.D.     Fourth  Edition.    Svo,  3s.  6d. 

STEWART.    Boethius  :  An  Essay.    By  Hugh  Eraser  Stewart, 

M.A.,  Trinity  College,  Cambridge.    Crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

STODDART.      Angling  Songs.      By   Thomas   Tod   Stoddart. 

New  Edition,  with  a  Memoir  by  Anna  M.  Stoddart.    Crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

STORMONTH. 

Etymological   and   Pronouncing   Dictionary   of   the   English 

Langi;age.  Including  a  very  Copious  Selection  of  Scientific  Terms.  For  use  in 
Schools  and  Colleges,  and  as  a  Book  of  General  Reference.  By  the  Rev.  James 
Stormonth.  The  Pronunciation  carefully  revised  by  the  Rev.  P.  H.  Phelp,  M.A. 
Cantab.     Eleventh  Edition,  with  Supplement.     Crown  Svo,  pp.  SOO.     7s.  6d. 

Dictionary  of  the  English  Language,  Pronouncing,  Etymo- 
logical, and  Explanatory.  Revised  by  the  Rev.  P.  H.  Phelp.  Library  Edition. 
Imperial  Svo,  handsomely  bound  in  half  morocco,  31s.  6d. 

The  School  Etymological  Dictionary  and  Word-Book.    Fourth 

Edition.    Fcap."  Svo,  pp.  254.     2s. 

STORY. 

Nero;    A  Historical  Play.      By  W.   W.    Story,   Author    of 

'  Roba  di  Roma.'    Fcap.  Svo,  6s. 

Vallombrosa.     Post  8vo,  5s. 

Poems.     2  vols.,  7s.  6d. 

Fiammetta.     A  Summer  Idyl.     Crown  Svo,  Vs.  6d. 

Conversations  in  a  Studio.     2  vols,  crown  8vo,  12s.  6d. 

Excursions  in  Art  and  Letters.     Crown  Svo,  Vs.  6d. 

A  Poet's  Portfolio  :  Later  Readings.     ISmo.  iTmmecUateiy. 

STRICKLAND.     Life  of  Agnes   Strickland.     By  her   Sister. 

Post  Svo,  with  Portrait  engraved  on  Steel,  12s.  6d. 

STURGIS. 

John-a-Dreams.    A   Tale.     By  Julian   Sturgis.    New  Edi- 
tion.   CroAvn  Svo,  3s.  6d. 
Little  Comedies,  Old  and  New.     Crown  Svo,  Vs.  6d. 

SUTHERLAND  (DUCHESS  OF).    How  I  Spent  my  Twentieth 

Year.  Being  a  Record  of  a  Tour  Round  the  World,  18S6-S7.  By  the  Duchess 
OF  Sutherland  (Marchioness  of  Stafford).  With  Illustrations.  CroAvn  Svo, 
7s.  6d. 

SUTHERLAND.     Handbook  of  Hardy  Herbaceous  and  Alpine 

Flowers,  for  General  Garden  Decoration.  Containing  Descriptions  of  upwards 
of  1000  Species  of  Ornamental  Hardy  Perennial  and  Alpine  Plants ;  along  with 
Concise  and  Plain  Instructions  for  their  Propagation  and  Culture.  By  William 
Sutherland,  Landscape  Gardener;  formerly  Manager  of  the  Herbaceous  Depart- 
ment at  Kew.    Crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 
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TAYLOR     The    Story    of    my    Life.      By    the    late    Colonel 

Meadows  Taylor,  Author  of  'The  Confessions  of  a  Thug,'  &c.,  &c.  Edited  by 
his  Daughter.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  being  the  Fourth.    Crown  8vo,  Cs. 

THOLUCK.     Hours  of  Christian  Devotion.      Translated  from 

the  German  of  A.  Tholuck,  D.D.,  Professor  of  Theology  in  the  University  of 
Halle.  By  the  Rev.  Egbert  Menzies,  D.D,  With  a  Preface  written  for  this 
Translation  by  the  Author.     Second  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  7s.  6d. 

THOMSON.    South  Sea  Yarns.     By  Basil  Thomson.    With  H- 

lustrations.     Crown  8vo.  \ln  preparation. 

THOMSON.    A  History  of  the  Fife  Light  Horse.     By  Colonel 

Anstruther  Thomson.    "With  numerous  Portraits.    Small  4to,  21s. 

THOMSON. 

Handy  Book  of  the  Flower-Garden :  being  Practical  Direc- 
tions for  the  Propagation,  Culture,  and  Arrangement  of  Plants  in  Flower- 
Gardens  all  the  year  round.  With  Engraved  Plans.  By  David  Thomson, 
Gardener  to  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Buccleuch,  K.T.,  at  Drumlanrig.  Fourth 
and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  5s. 

The   Handy  Book   of  Fruit -Culture  under   Glass:   being   a 

series  of  Elaborate  Practical  Treatises  on  the  Cultivation  and  Forcing  of  Pines, 
Vines,  Peaches,  Figs,  Melons,  Strawberries,  and  Cucumbers.  With  Engravings 
of  Hothouses,  &c.    Second  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.     Crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

THOMSON.     A  Practical  Treatise  on  the   Cultivation  of  the 

Grape  Vine.    By  William  Thomson,  Tweed  Vineyards.    Tenth  Edition.     Svo,  5s. 

THOMSON.     Cookery  for  the   Sick   and   Convalescent.     With 

Directions  for  the  Preparation  of  Poultices,  Fomentations,  &c.  By  Barbara 
Thomson.     Fcap.  Svo,  Is.  6d. 

THORNTON.    Opposites.    A  Series  of  Essays  on  the  Unpopular 

Sides  of  Popular  Questions.    By  Lewis  Thornton.     Svp,  12s.  6d. 

TOM  CRINGLE'S  LOG.     A  New  Edition,  with  Illustrations. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  5s.    Cheap  Edition,  2s. 

TRANSACTIONS   OF  THE  HIGHLAND   AND   AGRICUL- 
TURAL SOCIETY  OF  SCOTLAND.    Published  annually,  price  5s. 

TRAVEL,  ADVENTURE,  AND  SPORT.     From  'Blackwood's 

Magazine.'  Uniform  with  'Tales  from  Blackwood.'  In  12  Parts,  each  price  Is. 
Handsomely  bound  in  6  vols.,  cloth,  15s. ;  half  calf,  25s. 

TRAVERS.    Mona  Maclean,  Medical  Student.     A  Novel.     By 

Graham  Travers.    Eighth  Edition.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 

TULLOCH. 

Rational  Theology  and  Christian  Philosophy  in  England  in 

the  Seventeenth  Century.  By  John  Tulloch,  D.D.,  Principal  of  St  Mary's  Col- 
lege in  the  University  of  St  Andrews ;  and  one  of  her  Majesty's  Chaplains  in 
Ordinary  in  Scotland.     Second  Edition.     2  vols.  Svo,  16s. 

Modern  Theories  in  Philosophy  and  Religion.     Svo,  15s. 

Luther,  and  other  Leaders  of  the  Reformation.  Third  Edi- 
tion, Enlarged.    Crown  Svo,  3s.  6d. 

Memoir  of  Principal  Tulloch,  D.D.,  LL.D.     By  Mrs  Oliphant, 

Author  of  'Life  of  Edward  Irving.'  Third  and  Cheaper  Edition.  Svo,  with 
Portrait,  7s.  6d. 

TURNBULL.    Othello  :  A  Critical  Study.    By  W.  R.  Turnbull. 

Demy  Svo,  15s. 

TWEEDIE.     The   Arabian  Horse:    His   Country  and  People. 

By  Major  -  General  W.  Tweedie,  C.S.I.,  Bengal  Staff  Corps;  for  many  years 
H.B.M.'s  Consul-General,  Baghdad,  and  Political  Resident  for  the  Government 
of  India  in  Turkish  Arabia.  In  one  vol.,  royal  4to,  with  Seven  Coloured  Plates 
and  other  Illustrations,  and  a  Map  of  the  Country.     Price  £3,  3s.  net. 
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VEITCH. 

The  History  and  Poetry  of  the  Scottish  Border  :  their  Main 

Features  and  Relations.  i3y  John  Veitch,  LL.D.,  Professor  of  Logic  and 
Rhetoric  in  the  University  of  Glasgow.  New  and  Enlarged  Edition.  2  vols, 
demy  8vo,  16s. 

Institutes  of  Logic.     Post  8vo,  12s.  6d. 

The  Feeling  for  Nature  in  Scottish  Poetry.     From  the  Ear- 
liest Times  to  the  Present  Day.    2  vols.  fcap.  8vo,  in  roxburghe  binding,  15s. 

Merlin  and  other  Poems.     Fcap.  8vo.  4s.  6d. 

Knowing  and  Being.     Essays  in  Philosophy.     First   Series. 

Crown  8vo,  5s. 

VIRGIL.     The  ^Eneid  of  Virgil.     Translated  in  English  Blank 

Verse  by  G.  K.  Richards,  M.A.,  and  Lord  Ravensworth.     2  vols.  fcap.  Svo,  10s. 

WAGE.     The   Ghristian   Faith   and   Recent   Agnostic    Attacks. 

By  the  Rev.  Henry  Wage,  D.D.,  Principal  of  King's  College,  London  ;  Preacher 
of  Lincoln's  Inn  ;  Chaplain  to  the  Queen.    In  one  vol.  post  Svo.     [In  "preparation. 

WADDELL.     An  Old  Kirk  Ghronicle  :  Being  a  History  of  Auld- 

liame,  Tyninghame,  and  Whitekirk,  in  East  Lothian.  From  Session  Records, 
1615  to  1850.  By  Rev.  P.  Hately  "Waddell,  B.D.,  Minister  of  the  United 
Parish.  Small  Paper  Edition,  200  Copies.  Price  £1.  Large  Paper  Edition,  50 
Copies.     Price  £1,  10s. 

WALFORD.    Four  Biographies  from  '  Blackwood ' :  Jane  Taylor, 

Hannah  More,  Elizabeth  Fry,  Mary  Somerville.  By  L.  B.  Walford.  Crown 
Svo,  5s. 

WALKER.    The  Teaching  of  Jesus  in  His  Own  Words.     By  the 

Rev.  John  C.  Walker.     Crown  Svo,  3s.  6d. 

WARREN'S  (SAMUEL)  WORKS:- 

Diary  of  a  Late  Physician.  Gloth,  2s.  6d. ;  boards,  2s. 
Ten  Thousand  A- Year.  Gloth,  3s.  6d. ;  boards,  2s.  6d. 
Now  and  Then.     The  Lily  and  the  Bee.      Intellectual  and 

Moral  Development  of  the  Present  Age.    4s.  6d. 

Essays  :  Gritical,  Imaginative,  and  Juridical.     5s. 
WEBSTER.      The    Angler    and    the    Loop  -  Rod.      By    David 

Webster.     Crown  Svo,  with  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

WENLEY.     Socrates  and  Ghrist :  A  Study  in  the  Philosophy  of 

Religion.  By  R.  M.  Wenley,  M.A.,  Lecturer  on  Mental  and  Moral  Philosophy 
in  Queen  Margaret  College,  Glasgow  ;  Examiner  in  Philosophy  in  the  University 
of  Glasgow.    CroAvn  Svo,  6s. 

WERNER.     A  Visit  to  Stanley's  Rear-Guard  at  Major  Bartte- 

lot's  Camp  on. the  Aruhwimi.  With  an  Account  of  River- Life  on  the  Congo. 
By  J.  R.  Werner,  F.R.G.S.,  Engineer,  late  in  the  Service  of  the  Etat  Indepen- 
dant  du  Congo.     With  Maps,  Portraits,  and  other  Illustrations.     Svo,  16s. 

WESTMINSTER  ASSEMBLY.     Minutes    of   the  Westminster 

Assembly,  while  engaged  in  preparing  their  Directory  for  Church  Government, 
Confession  of  Faith,  and  Catechisms  (November  1644  to  March  1649).  Edited 
by  the  Rev.  Professor  Alex.  T.  Mitchell,  of  St  Andrews,  and  the  Rev.  John 
Struthers,  LL.D.  With  a  Historical  and  Critical  Introduction  by  Professor 
Mitchell.    Svo,  15s. 

WHITE. 

The   Eighteen    Ghristian    Genturies.      By  the    Rev.    James 

White.     Seventh  Edition.     Post  Svo,  with  Index,  6s. 

History  of  France,  from  the  Earliest  Times.     Sixth  Thousand. 

Post  Svo,  with  Index,  6s. 
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WHITE. 

Archaeological  Sketches  in  Scotland — Kintyre  and  Knapdale. 

By  Colonel  T.  P.  White,  R.E.,  of  the  Ordnance  Survey.  With  numerous  Illus- 
trations.    2  vols,  folio,  £4,  4s.    Vol.  I.,  Kintyre,  sold  separately,  £2,  2s. 

The  Ordnance  Survey  of  the  United  Kingdom.     A  Popular 

Account.    Crown  8vo,  5s. 

WILLIAMSON.     The  Horticultural  Exhibitor's  Handbook.     A 

Treatise  on  Cultivating,  Exhibiting,  and  Judging  Plants,  Flowers,  Fruits,  and 
Vegetables.  By  W.  Williamson,  Gardener.  Revised  by  Malcolm  Dunn,  Gar- 
dener to  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Buccleuch  and  Queensberry,  Dalkeith  Park. 
Crown  8vo,  3s.  6d. 

WILLIAMSON.      Poems  of  Nature  and  Life.     By  David  R. 

Williamson,  Minister  of  Kirkmaiden.     Fcap.  8vo,  3s, 

WILLIAMSON.     Light  from  Eastern  Lands  on  the  Lives  of 

Abraham,  Joseph,  and  Moses.  By  the  Rev.  Alex.  Williamson,  Author  of  'The 
Missionary  Heroes  of  the  Pacific,'  'Sure  and  Comfortable  Words,'  'Ask  and 
Receive,'  &c.    Crown  Svo,  3s.  6d. 

WILLS   AND  GREENE.     Drawing-Room  Dramas  for  Children. 

By  W.  G.  Wills  and  the  Hon.  Mrs  Greene.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

WILSON. 

Works   of  Professor  Wilson.      Edited   by   his    Son -in -Law, 

Professor  Ferrier.     12  vols,  crowix  Svo,  £2,  8s. 

Christopher  in  his  Sporting-Jacket.     2  vols.,  8s. 

Isle  of  Palms,  City  of  the  Plague,  and  other  Poems.     4s. 

Lights  and  Shadows  of  Scottish  Life,  and  other  Tales.    4s. 

Essays,  Critical  and  Imaginative.     4  vols.,  16s. 

The  Noctes  Ambrosian?e.     4  vols.,  16s. 

Homer  and  his  Translators,  and  the  Greek  Drama.     Crown 

Svo,  4s. 

WITHIN  AN  HOUR  OF  LONDON  TOWN.     Among  Wild 

Birds,  and  their  Haunts.     By  "A  Son  of  the  Marshes."    See,  page  28. 

WITH  THE  WOODLANDERS,  AND  BY  THE  TIDE.     By 

"A  Son  of  the  Marshes."    See  page  28. 

WORSLEY. 

Poems  and  Translations.     By  Philip  Stanhope  Worsley, 

M.A.     Edited  by  Edward  Worsley.     Second  Edition,  Enlarged.    Fcap.  Svo,  6s. 

Homer's  Odyssey.     Translated   into  English  Verse  in  Spen- 
serian stanza.     By  P.  S.  Worsley.    Third  Edition.     2  vols,  fcap.,  12s. 

Homer's  Iliad.     Translated  by  P.  S.  Worsley  and  Prof.  Con- 

ington.     2  vols,  crown  Svo,  21s. 

YATE.     England  and  Russia  Face  to  Face  in  Asia.     A  Record  of 

Travel  with  the  Afghan  Boundary  Commission.  By  Captain  A.  C.  Yate,  Bombay 
Staff  Corps.     Svo,  with  Maps  and  Illustrations,  21s. 

YATE.     Northern   Afghanistan ;   or.  Letters  from  the  Afghan 

Boundary  Commission.  By  Major  C.  E.  Yate,  C.S.I.,  C.M.G.  Bombay  Staff 
Corps,  F.R.G.S.     Svo,  with  Maps',  ISs. 

YOUNG.  A  Story  of  Active  Service  in  Foreign  Lands.  Com- 
piled from  Letters  sent  home  from  South  Africa,  India,  and  China,  1S56-1S82.  By 
Surgeon-General  A.  Graham  Young,  Author  of  'Crimean  Cracks.  Crown  Svo, 
Illustrated,  7s.  6d. 

YULE.     Fortification  :  For  the  use  of  Officers  in  the  Army,  and 

Readers  of  Military  History.     By  Colonel  Yule,  Bengal-  Engineers.    Svo,  with 
Numerous  Illustrations,  10s. 
3/94 


UNIVERSITY  OF  ILLIN0I8-URBANA 


3  0112  045824007 


